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No one wakes up thinking, 
“Today I'm going to abuse my child’ 


Abuse is not something we think 
about, it’s something we do. It runs 
against our nature, yet it comes nat- 
urally. It’s a major epidemic, and a 
contagious one. Abused children 
often become abusive parents. 
Abuse perpetuates abuse. 

Child abuse is a major cause of 
death for children under two. Last 
year in America, an estimated one 
million children suffered from abuse 
and neglect and at least 2,000 died 
needless, painful deaths. 

What's being done about pre- 
vention? Not enough. Preventive fa- 
cilities are simply inadequate. Most 
social agencies deal with abusers 
and their victims after the damage 
has been done. 

Yet child abuse doesn’t have to 
happen. With enough volunteers, 
local child abuse prevention pro- 
grams such as crisis centers, self- 
help therapy programs for abusers, 
and other facilities could be formed 
to aid parents and children. With 
your help, eighty percent of all 
abusers could be reached. Please. 
Write for more information on child 
abuse and how you can help. 


What will you do today that’s 
more important? 


A Public Service of This Magazine 
& The Advertising Council Ee 6 
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We need your help. Write: 


National Committee for Prevention of Child 
Abuse, Box 2866, Chicago, Illinois 60690 
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hould clergymen be held accountable for the 
.) advice they give to the members of their con- 
gregations? I think they should. 

For centuries ministers have been giving advice 
to their congregations without taking any responsi- 
bility for it. Priests, preachers and rabbis in every 
little podunk town in the country are counseling 
their congregations on matters ranging from sex to 
family problems to emotional crises. What this 
amounts to, in effect, is the practice of psycho- 
therapy without a license. While some clergymen 
have the training to offer such counseling, the fact is 
that the average man of the cloth should stick to 
matters of religion and leave the mental-health busi- 
ness to professionals. Despite the fact that such 
advice is usually offered with good intention, most 
clergymen are no more qualified to practice psycho- 
therapy than they are to perform brain surgery. 

In truth, the vast majority of religious leaders in 
this country practice some form of psychotherapy, 
from the reverend down the block to Billy Graham 
and Ruth Carter Stapleton, who says her ministry 
seeks to heal the emotionally sick. 

Although the dispensing of psychological advice 
is widespread and common in organized religion, 
one of the most obvious examples is the Christian 
Science Church, which actually discourages its fol- 
lowers from seeking professional psychiatric help. 
Instead, members with emotional problems are di- 
rected to the church’s “practitioners,” who charge 
their “patients” for treatment using the word of God. 

Many religious retreats also provide examples of 
clergymen dispensing psychological help. Just one 
of many such places is Saint Columba’s Retreat in 
northern California, where Father David Schofield, 
an Episcopalian priest, offers “counseling” for per- 
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sonal problems. While it is no doubt true that many 
of those who spend $40 or more for a weekend at 
such retreats gain much spiritual satisfaction, it is 
also true that they are frequently receiving advice 
on personal problems. 

Ministers may call it counseling and they may 
call it advice, but it’s clear that they are practicing 
psychotherapy when they advise people on matters 
such as sexual and marital problems or emotional 
breakdowns. This realization has led an insurance 
company in lowa to offer malpractice insurance to 
clergymen. The policy covers ministers who might 
be sued because their therapeutic advice backfired 
and resulted in some damage — mental or otherwise. 
I think this is a fine idea. 

I’m not saying that these ministers don’t help 
some people. But they are practicing psychother- 
apy. If they want to take that responsibility, they — 
like licensed therapists and doctors—must be will- 
ing to be held accountable for the results of their 
counseling. 

It’s about time that religious leaders who take it 
upon themselves to delve into other people’s minds 
were made to take the responsibility for their ac- 
tions. If your physician were negligent in treating 
you, you’d sue him for malpractice. Why shouldn’t 
the same hold true for your clergyman? 

Clergymen should understand that they too are 
going to be sued if they “malpractice” psy- 
chotherapy on their congregations. 
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e at HUSTLER take 

great pride in bringing 

our readers the best 

possible selection of arti- 

cles and photo-spreads each month. 

As might be imagined, the editorial 

staff empties many an aspirin bottle 

while choosing just the right com- 

bination of writers, artists and 

photographers to create a quality 

product. And this first issue of the 
1980s is no exception to that rule. 

The only difficulty we had in se- 
lecting AL GOLDSTEIN to write our 
FIFTH ANNUAL UNBIASED CON- 
SUMER’S GUIDE TO MEN’S 
MAGAZINES was recognizing the 
Screw magazine publisher after he 
recently shed a large number of his 
plentiful pounds. At any weight, 
Goldstein is a pioneer in this field of 
publishing, and he and HUSTLER’s 
Larry Flynt go way back together in 
the crusade for your right to enjoy 
magazines like HUSTLER and Screw. 
In fact, they’ve known each other so 
long that Goldstein accuses Larry of 
raiding the Screw staff to get 
HUSTLER editors. The photographs 
for this year’s guide were provided 
by our own SUZE RANDALL. 

DRS. EBERHARD and PHYLLIS 
KRONHAUSEN are well-known sex- 
ologists and members of the Ameri- 
can Psychological Association whose 
reports Erotic Art by Children and 
The Fall of the Greek and Roman 
Empires appeared in past issues of 
HUSTLER (October 1978, Septem- 
ber 1979). They have also collabo- 
rated on several scholarly studies of 
sex, including Erotic Fantasies: A 
Study of Sexual Imagination and The 
Sexually Responsive Woman, so there 
was no problem in assigning them to 


Scott Winokur 


Ron Kriss 


‘tea 


Cover by Matti Klatt 


expose the past and present myths 
surrounding the healthy sexual 
practice of self-gratification in MAS- 
TURBATION: EXPOSING THE 
MYTHS. The article is illustrated 
with works from the Kronhausens’ 
private collection of erotic art. 

We racked our brains and found 
the perfect writer to profile a fast- 
talking “Reverend Doctor.” In our 
profile HAKEEM ABDUL RASHEED: 
SOUL-$SAVING SOUL BROTHER, 
Oakland, California, journalist 
SCOTT WINOKUR runs down the 
elaborate scheme within the Church 
of Hakeem that made this accused 
con man a multimillionaire. Wino- 
kur is perhaps closer to this bizarre 
story than any other reporter, hav- 
ing followed the Hakeem controver- 
sy since its beginning. RON KRISS 
provided the illustration. 

For GAME, this month’s fiction by 
CHIC Editorial Director BEN 
PESTA, we had to look no further 
than nearby Harry’s Bar, the 


Ben Pesta 


prestigious Los Angeles drinking 
establishment where Pesta and such 
HUSTLER notables as Associate 
Publisher Bruce David, Executive 
Editor Lee Quarnstrom and Manag- 
ing Editor Jim Heinisch frequently 
gather to bat around story ideas— 
and, occasionally, each other. Actu- 
ally, the bouts of merry mayhem 
among these gentlemen have be- 
come so much a part of Harry’s Bar 
that the owner is considering in- 
stalling a brass plaque in their 
honor. We think he’ll be proud to be 
connected with Pesta’s story, a hard- 
hitting account of a_pro-football 
player’s off-the-field performances. 
The accompanying artwork is by 
HUSTLER regular DAN KIRK. 

We only had to look as far as our 
own Art Department to find RALPH 
FOWLER, our veteran Associate Art 
Director. Ralph is responsible for 
constructing some of the props that 
give this month’s Bits & Pieces sec- 
tion a special sparkle. 

Of course, none other than SUZE 
RANDALL would do when it came 
time to photograph January’s bonus 
giant-size centerfold TONI: DREAM- 
ING OF A PINK CHRISTMAS. It was 
a little harder getting HUSTLER 
regular JAMES BAES away from his 
cozy Florida hideaway to make the 
“cruel” trek to Paris for NOEL: OOH 
LA LA! Baes also came up with KEEP 
ON TRUCKIN’, featuring two high- 
ballin’ honeys. And in HEAT 
STROKE, CLIVE McLEAN turns his 
camera on a couple who know how 
to keep warm. 

Despite the usual headaches we 
think we’ve put together another 
sterling issue with an all-star cast. 
Why not see for yourself? 


Dan Kirk Ralph Fowler 


Light up your life anda 


S with a gift 


’ 


friend 
subscription to CHIC this 


Christmas. Like Brenda 


it’s the gift that 


Keeps on giving all year 


here, 


*round. CHIC is just the 


right touch for the 


holiday season. Use your 


free hand and fill out 
the coupon below for the 


best of everything. 


Couple-Lover: My favorite feature in 
HUSTLER is the couple-spreads, and they 
are getting better all the time. Clive Mc- 
Lean’s Making Waves (top photo) in the Oc- 
tober 1979 issue was one of the best yet. The 
girl is lovely and sexy, and the poses are be- 
lievable and erotic. I was glad to see the girl 
actually at least touching the fellow’s cock. 
Keep them coming. — Marian Monbiatt 

Suquamish, Washington 


Poor Taste: Being an avid reader of 
HUSTLER, I found the full-page cartoon in 
the November 1979 issue about scaring Jews 
away to be in very poor taste (center). It 
wouldn’t be very funny or profitable if Jews 
didn’t continue buying HUSTLER. 

—Mrs. J. Silver 

Chicago, Illinois 


Eager for Beaver: In your October 1979 
Beaver Hunt you featured N.A. from 
Edgewater, New Jersey (bottom photo). She 
is a beautiful lady with a body that is out of 
this world. Her longing for black guys makes 
her that much more appealing. I would love 
to open my HUSTLER one day and see her in 
it again. —Stanley Griffin 

Nashville, Tennessee 


Union Blues: With regard to Robert Mc- 
Garvey’s report Unions in Trouble (Novem- 
ber 1979), I would like to congratulate him 
for getting across how many union members 
feel. I myself have been a member of a local 
in Las Vegas, for six years, and I feel that it 
is a dictatorship. I’m not allowed to solicit 
my own jobs, and I was on the out-of-work 
list for two months in 1974. 

After going through $800 in savings, I 
took a paper-hanging job and was caught 
and fined $200 for working without a job 
referral. | was caught two more times for the 
same thing, and my fines totaled $900. I 
refused to pay and free-lanced for a year, but 
I joined again later to run a big job for my 
father. Since then I have been a dues-paying 
member of the local, staying out of trouble 
and belonging to the union because “that’s 
the way it is.” —Dan Arcotta, Jr. 

Las Vegas, Nevada 


Sleeping Chicken? We read the October 
1979 Publisher’s Statement (“USA—A Sleep- 
ing Chicken!”), and we think it stinks. You 
seem to consider the Russian military 
superior to ours. You stated, “Our armed 
forces are currently a shambles and a dis- 
grace.” You evidently were not in the ser- 
vice, so take a closer look. We happen to be 
very proud of serving in our nation’s armed 
forces, and we consider them the best there 
is. —Thomas Hamilton, John Keller, 
John Gomez 

United States Navy 

Groton, Connecticut 


HUSTLER Publisher Larry Flynt served in both 
the Navy and the Army. 


Larry Flynt’s stand on human rights is 
totally inconsistent, as evidenced by his 
macho Publisher’s Statement in the October 
1979 issue of HUSTLER. Larry, you are 
always rightly decrying the manner in which 
the state tramples on your First Amendment 
rights; yet you seem willing to discard other 
Constitutional protections of the individual 
and his liberty. 

Your tirade seems to be calling for a rein- 
statement of the draft. The draft is involun- 
tary servitude. It is slavery, and slavery can- 
not be justified on any grounds. The State 
loves to say that without the slavery of the 
draft we can’t keep our liberty. But the per- 
son enslaved by the State has already lost his 
liberty. 

The first 13 amendments to the Constitu- 
tion were designed to protect the liberties of 
the individual from the will of the majority. 
If you think that the State has the right to 
dispose of the lives of its citizens, then de- 
clare that you think the State should run our 
lives, and quit all the hypocritical bitching 
about individual liberty. If you think the in- 
dividual has the right to engage in any 
activity —sexual, social, economic or other- 
wise—as long as that individual doesn’t use 
physical force or fraud on another indi- 
vidual, then declare yourself a Libertarian 
and continue your (up till now) consistent 
fight for all the freedoms guaranteed us, not 
just those advantageous to smut publishers. 

—Steve Dusterwald 
Las Vegas, Nevada 


After reading your October 1979 editorial 

I decided to express my opinion. The mili- 
tary of today has changed drastically from 
what it was 30 or 40 years ago, but so have 
the American people. During World War II 
the American public flocked to factories to 
produce the materials to beat the enemies we 
faced. It was a total effort. But during Viet- 
nam most of the public sat on their asses and 
bitched rather than doing anything about it. 
So it’s no wonder the military suffers. There 
is little support for them. —Don Jones 
U.S.S. Nassau 


Satisfied Gay: I’m not going to repeat the 
accolades you get every month about your 
magazine. I subscribe because I like the 
heavy humor and the sensational pictorials. 
And I’m gay! 

I support you because of your freedom-of- 
expression beliefs and also because you are 
open-minded about gays, the majority of 
whom are not swishy and limp-wristed. I 
would say 80% of gays are hunks desirable to 
both sexes, but by preference available only 
to one. I thank you for not knocking us in 
your magazine. At the present time I am cir- 
culating HUSTLER within the University of 
Connecticut’s Gay Alliance. 

— Name Withheld by Request 
Willimantic, Connecticut 


Crude: | looked at a HUSTLER Magazine 
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WHY DOES SAN. NTA SE 
No, it’s not Mrs. Claes ne eee sts: 
Santa’s happy because he subscribed to HUSTLER. Like any smart 

gift-giver, Santa knows by subscribing to HUSTLER he saves an incred- 

ible $13.40 off the newsstand price. Plus, he receives his copy before it 
goes on sale. And since there aren't too many newsstands at the North 

Pole, Santa likes having his HUSTLER delivered right to the workshop 

in a plain brown wrapper (keeps the elves from being curious). 
Take a tip from St. Nick and subscribe to HUSTLER, Better yet, 

why not get a HUSTLER subscription for a special friend? Just fill owe the f=, 

coupon and we'll send a holiday card announcing your gift subscription, = 
NOs eat “eae ust think what it will e , a 
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for the first time last weekend, and I can’t 
believe how crude it is. I am really sick over 
what has happened to modern morals. If I 
had the money and power, your magazine 
would be out of business tomorrow. 

How men and women can put their bodies 
on display for anyone to look at is beyond 
me. You’re all so desperate for money that 
you will do anything. The girls in your mag- 
azine probably wouldn’t care if they were 
raped, but I certainly would mind being sex- 
ually assaulted. 

Rape has been on the increase for the last 
ten years or so, and dirty magazines like 
yours only add to that increase. It would be 
a much better world if your magazine and 
the others like it were not in it. Why don’t 
you take all the money your magazine has 
made from the dumb-dumbs who buy it and 
start a respectable business? 

—Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


You're entitled to your opinions, but your claim 
that “dirty magazines” add to the rape problem 
is not supported by scientific facts. Virtually ev- 
ery responsible study on the subject, including the 
1971 Technical Report of The Commission on 
Obscenity and Pornography, has concluded that 
there is no cause-and-effect relationship between 
erotic or pornographic material and sex crimes. In 
fact, many recent studies have found that increas- 
ing the availability of pornography actually 
reduces the sex-crime rate. 


Black and White: This is in response to the 


Feedback \etter written by that asshole from 
Chicago in your October 1979 issue con- 
cerning black men and white women (‘‘Flynt 
Pro and Con”). The letter-writer must have 
a brain as big as a pea to say the things he 
did. People who think like he does cause all 
the racial tension there is today. 
To me there is nothing better than seeing 
a fine white lady laid out on silk or satin 
sheets with a black stud (like me) giving her 
the orgasm of her life. I am black and I love 
ladies of all races, especially white ladies, 
and I know a lot of them feel the same about 
us black men. The same goes for black 
women and white men. Color is no barrier. 
—G. Thomas 
March Air Force Base, California 


is Porn Dangerous? You know what real- 
ly gets me? It’s people like Marcia Womon- 
gold who give society the perverted idea that 
porn and places like New York’s 42nd Street 
turn ordinary citizens into ravaging sex 
monsters. But my wife and I strolled down 
42nd Street, checking out all the movie 
billboards and such, and we weren't 
harassed at all. Sure, there were some weir- 
dos around, but they didn’t bother us—they 
had their own kind to mess with. 

Now the way I look at it, if I can stroll 
down one of the most pornographic streets 
in the world with my pregnant wife and not 
be bothered or harassed in the least, then I 
don’t think seeing HUSTLER or other such 
magazines on public newsstands turns nor- 
mal people into sex maniacs. Pornography 
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isn’t a bit harmful to society if it is allowed to 
take its course and grow. 

Keep up the good work on such a great 
magazine. You'll always have me as a 
subscriber. —Bill Sullivan 

Moline, Illinois 


I am really outraged by that prudish 
mockery of a human being named Marcia 
Womongold, who was on the Tomorrow show 
with Tom Snyder. She demanded the crimi- 
nalization of so-called pornography, saying 
it excites men to the point where they will go 
out and rape a woman. She talked about 
how she knocked over magazine racks and 
shot a hole in a bookstore with a .22. She 
blamed the entire male population in gener- 
al for the publishing of “smut” and the mak- 
ing of ‘‘dirty movies.”’ According to her, the 
entire news media is a male-dominated force 
that degrades women. 

After 15 minutes Tom Snyder brought out 
Screw publisher Al Goldstein to give his side 
of the story. After Womongold had read a 
statement on the degradation of females and 
thrown a shredded copy of Screw on the 
floor, Al calmly tried to discuss his belief 
that it is sexual repression and not pornog- 
raphy that causes men to want to rape 
women. But it was impossible, because Ms. 
Womongold continually interrupted him in 
hostile and sometimes threatening tones. 
This “woman” even insinuated that Tom 
and Al secretly wanted to rape her then and 
there. This got Mr. Snyder so pissed off that 
he angrily told her not to flatter herself. 

I couldn’t believe Marcia Womongold’s 
hateful, vengeful, violent attitudes and ac- 
tions. She gets my vote for Asshole of the 
Month. | think you will agree. 

—Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


We do agree. Marcia Womongold was our De- 
cember 1979 Asshole of the Month. 


Blood and Guts: | would like to know how 
your other readers feel about the violence in 
your magazine. I put up with the blood and 
guts because the rest of your magazine is 
great. I don’t know why you think the 
shock-value material is worth it. What are 
you trying to prove? Are you feeling guilty 
for who you are and what you do? I want to 
be counted as one woman who doesn’t get 
turned on by the gore. —H. J. 
Oakland, California 


The occasional depictions of violence here in 
HUSTLER are not meant as “turn-ons.” Rather, 
we feel it is important to show such atrocities as 
they really are, as a step toward eliminating them. 


O’Hair and Hell: I couldn’t even finish 
reading your interview with Atheist 
Madalyn Murray O’Hair (October 1979) be- 
cause I just had to write to you. Evidently, 
this is a very sick woman. Any person who 
could wake up on a beautiful morning and 
walk outside, take a deep breath and hear 


(continued on page 14) 


World News Roundup 


2029 Century Park Hast, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067 


A striptease performance in a Milwaukee courtroom cost local tavern-owner Carrol Ziegman $500. 
Stripper Geraldine Rivas demonstrated her routine in court as part of Mrs. Ziegman's defense against 
charges that her Camelot nightspot had violated a city ordinance controlling "scanty" costumes. Rivas 
disco-danced her way down to bra and panties, winding up her act by mooning at Municipal Court 
Judge William Panagis. His Honor thanked Ms. Rivas, then promptly ruled that her outfit did not 
provide sufficient coverage. 
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scheduled musicians attracted a "mostly homosexual crowd." Councilman Jim Richman's argument 
that "the conservative people of Burbank don't want these sexual deviates charging around town" 
apparently convinced the Council to ban performances by Patti Smith and Todd Rundgren. However, 
the repressive political action has prompted a $19.5-million lawsuit against Richman and the city 
by a rock promoter and the operators of the city's Starlight Theater. 


Making a federal case out of barelegged boys might seem silly, but that's what happened in Normal, 
Illinois. Debbie Moody, 13, refused to take phys-ed at her school because she would have had to mix 
with boys in gym shorts. She claimed that would violate her religious beliefs as a member of the United 
Pentecostal Church, which frowns on circumstances that might incite "lust." The school suspended 


her, but a federal court ruled that Debbie's stand was protected by the First Amendment. 


The nation's first test-tube-baby clinic is set to open in January at Eastern Virginia Medical School. 
Five hundred women are waiting to visit the nonprofit center, which will use a newly developed tech- 
nique called in-vitro fertilization. That procedure involves surgically removing a human egg from a 
prospective mother, fertilizing it with her husband's semen in a dish or test tube and then implanting 
the egg in her uterus. The world's first test-tube baby, Louise Brown of England, celebrated her first 


birthday this past July, and tests show her to be a perfectly normal child. 


Asyndicated health columnist is now warning that a drug widely prescribed for the treatment of 
hypertension may be linked to an incurable disease of the penis. Dr. Eugene Schoenfeld, author of the 
newspaper column "Ask Dr. Hippocrates," has noted that recent reports in two medical journals have 
suggested a link between Peyronie's disease and the drug propranolol. Peyronie's disease leads to 
partial hardening of the penis, L-shaped erections and, in some severe cases, a cock that is "entirely 
like a piece of gristle." 


A woman needs a man like a fish needs a bicycle. Or so say some radical biologists, who are now 
of the species. Experiments on rats and salamanders have shown that scientists are on the brink of 
developing techniques that would enable a woman to become pregnant and give birth without any help 
from a guy. 


Santa is coming out of the closet in Canada. There gays will now be allowed to play Kris Kringle in 
Quebec department stores during the Christmas season. The local Association of Santa Clauses 
officially reversed its antigay policy after the organization was made the target of a discrimination 


complaint to the province's Human Rights Commission. 


Was it a put-on when women golf contestants in Walla Walla, Washington, were categorized by 
breast size? Not if you can believe golf pro Ron Coleman; he organized a tournament that separated 
female entrants by bra size to promote his pro shop's line of "sport brassieres." The Invitational 
Tournament, nicknamed "'T.I.T." by Coleman, had been broken into ten divisions, ranging from "Gum 
Drop" (bra sizes 32-344) all the way to "Golden Delicious" (for women in the real big leagues--sizes 40 
to 42D). However, tee time never rolled around; the tournament was canceled in the wake of protests 
by the local chapter of the National Organization for Women. 
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LifeStyle Products’ Love Kits speak for 
themselves as they vibrate a sensually pul- 
sating language that translates into deer 
throbbing sensations which everyone un- 
derstands. Each kit contains its own custom 
designed interpreters that effectively reach 
those erogenous zones that are too often 
unnoticed or ignored. It doesn’t matte 
what country you're from, or even which — 
language you speak... our Love Kits 

transcend all cultural barriers, and 

always. . . .they speak the truth! 


The Anal Intruder 
(#1829) This ingenious 
little mixture involves, 
besides your quality 7” 
vibrator, batteries for 
your eel a marble 
extension — the vi- 
brator, an Anal Stimu- 
lator, and a super-8” 
grooved extension. 


1830) aes cit, you'll 


also get one of our great 
vibrators — 


ers, including an unbe- 
lievable ‘tongue ex- 
tender! Un-be-REEV- 
able! 


1-800-848-9107 : 
EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING 24-hour toll-free phone service 
Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107 in Onio. call 1-800-282-9216 
Master Charge and VISA only Operators cannot take C00 orders 


——— — 


Please send HU180 
O The Midnight Special (#1828) @ $19.95 

O The Anal Intruder (#1829) @ $19.95 
0 The Sensual Encounter (#1830) @ $19.95 


Name 

Address 

City State - Zip 
(Area Code) Phone No 

Signature Tam of legal age 


Subtotal 

Ohio residents add 4% sales tax 
Foreign orders add $5.00 
Postage, Handling and Insurance ____$200__ 
TOTAL 


Enclosed is my 0) check 0 money order (cash not 
accepted) or charge to my 1] VISA) MASTER CHARGE 


af PO. Box 16508 

pte Time @ | Columbus, Ohio 43216 | 
Canadian customers write for 
prices and service to | 
UteStyle Canada 

PO, Box 347, Postal Station "N” 

Montreal, Quebec H2x 3w4 | 

© Copyright JS. Abrams 1979 
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the birds sing, has got to be missing some- 
thing if he or she doesn’t feel her heart 
warmed by the presence of the almighty God. 
How lucky we are that we don’t just exist 
without a hereafter. I’m not a church mem- 
ber and I’ve never read the Bible through, 
but I believe in God and I love Him. So go 
ahead and go to hell, Madalyn. 
— Herman C. Dilligaf 
Slemp, Kentucky 


Larry Flynt’s interview with Atheist 
Madalyn Murray O’Hair in the October 
1979 HUSTLER shows courage in the ad- 
vancement of freedom of expression. I’ve 
been a nonbeliever for years, but my mind 
has been in the closet because of negative 
reactions by many people. But reading this 
interview had a tremendous impact on me. 
Now I can come out of the closet and proud- 
ly say I’m an Atheist, that I am free from the 
shackles of religion. 

There must be millions of people like me. 
We must have the guts to declare ourselves. 
Hurray for Madalyn Murray O’Hair! 

—Edward Navas 
San Pablo, California 


Madalyn Murray O’Hair is an influential 
and noteworthy woman whose opinions cer- 
tainly deserve to appear in your magazine. 
But her face doesn’t. Hers may very well be 
the most offensive picture ever seen in 
HUSTLER. Ms. O’Hair may or may not be 
the most hated woman in America, but she 
sure is in the running for the ugliest. Yecch! 

—Steve Spaay 
Fort Sill, Oklahoma 


The Ears Have It: I am a guy who spends 
a lot of time ogling, worshiping, evaluating 
and enjoying female ears. I love ears, and 
only female ears. Ears impart the most 
pleasure and stimulate all sorts of sensations 
in the female body if handled properly. 
But ears as such are considered to be total- 
ly useless by girlie magazines all over the 
world. I wish you would show a set of pic- 
tures featuring the female ear. You can show 
the hair being pushed to one side and the ear 
being pulled while the male and female kiss 
on the lips. Or while the man inspects the 
woman’s cunt, he can stretch his hand and 
gently pull her head to the side by her ear. 
To me female ears are the most beautiful 
part of the body. Through ears only I have 
gotten girls so wet that they beg for my small 
penis. I hope this letter explains that female- 
ear fetishism is not a perversion and should 
not be treated as such. 
—Name Withheld by Request 
India 


No Class: The November 1979 HUSTLER 
was a turkey! It had no more excitement or 
enjoyment in it than the ten-year-old used 
bandage I just found in the corner of my 
closet. Your magazine is nothing more than 
a large billboard selling everything but what 
the public wants, which is dynamic articles 


that probe, provocative pictures and just 
maybe a touch of class between all this. I 


want my money back! 
—Name Withheld by Request 
New York, New York 


Studying HUSTLER: I am a high-school 
teacher who is extremely concerned about 
children. In my class on parenting skills, 
your articles Child Abuse in America: 
Slaughter of the Innocents (October 1977) and 
Child Prostitution: How It Happens (Septem- 
ber 1977) will be used to show and explain 
the problems and help my students realize 
that such things really exist. 
—Helen Rader 
Brawley Union High School 
Brawley, California 


Lovely Lolita: That darling girl Lolita has 
to be your best choice ever for your cover 
(October 1979). Never have I seen a lovelier, 
sexier, more inviting picture of a girl. You 
will surely find that I am not alone in my 
judgment, so be prepared to give us a lot 
more of this beautiful doll. —Bud Best 

Kirtland, New Mexico 


Calendar Time: How come there was no 
HUSTLER Calendar for 1979? Will there be 
one for 1980? —Carl Kark 

Tinley Park, Illinois 


The 1980 HUSTLER Calendar is available at 
your local newsstand or from Flynt Subscription 
Company, Inc., P.O. Box 67068, Los Angeles, 
California 90067. The calendar costs $2.95, 
plus 50¢ for postage and handling if you're 
ordering by mail. e 
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any times a per- 
son’s status as an 
asshole is en- 
hanced by the 
enormous effect his anal 
atrocities have on his fellow 
countrymen. One such per- 
son is Henry Ford II, the re- 
cently retired Ford Motor 
Company chief executive 
and HUSTLER’s January 
Asshole of the Month. 

In his role as head of Ford 
Motor Company, Mr. Ford 
has been more responsible 
than anybody for the decline 
of the American automobile. 
As millions of Ford-owners 
know only too well, Ford 
Motor Company has been 
the leader in the American 
automobile industry’s recent 
rush toward inferiority. 
These days Ford’s “better 
idea” seems to mean sloppy 
design, shoddy workman- 
ship and cheap materials. 

What a sad state of affairs 
it is when the Ford automo- 
bile, the very symbol of 
American ingenuity and 
know-how, sinks to such a 
low level that even Henry 
Ford II himself had to admit 
in a 1979 Newsweek inter- 
view: “I don’t think we’ve 
gotten our product up to the 
quality and reliability that I 
would have hoped for. 
We've slipped.” 

What has been the result 
of Ford’s folly? Well, for one 
thing, more Americans are 
buying foreign cars. Our 
economy suffers tremen- 
dously because of this, not to 
mention the blow the trend 
strikes at our national pride. 

But who can blame Amer- 
ican motorists for shopping 
in overseas markets when 
domestic companies like 
Ford are putting out worse 
and worse products each 


year? Who wants to pay 
higher and higher prices for 
a second-rate machine with a 
life span shortened just so 
Ford can save money? In 
1978, for example, 2.7 mil- 
lion Ford engines were 
found to be more susceptible 
to wearing out in cold 
weather because of a cost- 
saving move that eliminated 
two oil holes from the piston 
connecting rods. 

The newest-model Fords 
are the worst of the lot. It 
doesn’t take a master me- 
chanic to notice that in the 
last two years Ford bodies 
have become even tinnier, 
their upholsteries flimsier 


OF THE MONTH 
Henry Ford II 


and their motors more 
unreliable. 

Maybe Ford-owners are 
better off when their cars 
aren't running. At least that 
way they can stay alive. 
Ford’s reputation has yet to 
recover from the infamous 
Pinto affair, when dozens of 
people burned to death in 
Ford Pintos and Bobcats 
built between 1971 and 1976 
that were equipped with 
fuel tanks prone to explod- 
ing upon even minor impact. 
According to a former Ford 
design executive, the com- 
pany resisted using a safer 
tank because it would have 
cost $8 more per car. 


And how did Ford Motor 
Company respond when the 
Pinto’s dangerous design 
was exposed? Ford officials 
simply called the charges 
“half-truths” and “exaggera- 
tions,” even though the ac- 
cusations were absolutely ac- 
curate. When Ford was final- 
ly forced to do something 
about its death machines, 
the company made minor 
modifications that consumer 
advocate Ralph Nader 
called “grossly inadequate.” 

Despite the fact that he 
resigned effective last Octo- 
ber 1, Henry Ford II and his 
family still own 40% of the 
voting stock of the $43-bil- 
lion-a-year business. That’s a 
hefty sum, especially consid- 
ering that in 1975 Ford 
Motor Company paid no 
taxes and also received a 
combined $189-million tax 
refund for 1974 and 1975. 

As if it weren’t enough be- 
ing responsible in large part 
for the downfall of the Amer- 
ican automobile, a_ stock- 
holders’ suit has accused Mr. 
Ford of, among other things, 
taking a $2-million bribe 
from high-ranking Philip- 
pine government officials in 
exchange for building a 
plant on the islands, and a 
$750,000 bribe from the 
Canteen Corporation in 
return for a food concession 
at Ford plants. He has 
denied the charges, and 
while the suit was thrown 
out of court on technical 
grounds, some stockholders 
vow to continue their action. 

It’s a real crime that so 
many people have to suffer 
because of assholes in high 
places like Henry Ford II. 
One thing’s for sure—we’ll 
all be better off when there’s 
no Ford in our future. 
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Eating pussy can be 
an elegant experi- 


Blooper Tube is a very funny col- 
lection of the best-blown lines 
and verbal goofs in 25 years of 


Raquel, before 
I get into you, 
1 must pause 
for this 
commercial 


Viena Lisi, don’t 
forget, you promised 
me a little piece 

OF CAKE! 
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TV. Now that most shows are 
taped, often what could have 
been a great moment of tele- 
vision winds up on the cutting- 
room floor, and the public 
never sees the ayeystu. So if 
you like to see important, pre- 
tentious people make total fools 
of themselves, this is the book 


An the wife 
of a famous 
golfer, are you 
ruperstitious? 


Oh, yes, every 
night before a 
big tournament 
1 always kiss 
his ball! 


ence, especially when you take 
time for the paws that refreshes. 


for you. It’s available at book- 
stores or by mail from the Sales 
Department, Crown Publish- 
ing, One Park Avenue, New 
York, New York 10016. The 
cost is $5.95 for paperback or 
$10 for hardbound, along with 
a $1 charge for postage and 
handling on either volume. 


And in the 
Northwest, Helens 
got six inches 


during the night 
HELENA, 
MONTANA, 


Prison-Art 
Contest 


It’s no con—we want creative 
prisoners to send us their best 
erotic art for HUSTLER’s first 
Prison-Art Contest. The out- 
standing entrant will receive a 
year’s subscription to our maga- 
zine and see his or her art pub- 
lished in HUSTLER. We're hop- 
ing prison officials won’t stand 
in the way of artistic freedom 
this time, so start that porn roll- 
ing in. 

Mail all entries to Prison-Art 
Contest, HUSTLER Magazine, 
2029 Century Park East, Suite 
3800, Los Angeles, California 
90067. The deadline for all sub- 
missions is April 30, 1980. 


R : 
in Your 
Hemmies 
Here’s the latest fad to catch on 
among tobacco junkies just 


dying to avoid lung cancer. 
Would we lie to you? 


““Muppet”” star 
Miss Piggy refused 
to pose for Playboy 
because it wasn’t 
in keeping with 
her image. But 
could it be that, 
like many other ce- 
lebrities, the little 
mM squealer got her 
start in raunchy 
reels before she 
became a famous 
TV personality? 


This cover photo and an accom- 
panying feature article ap- 
peared in a recent issue of the 
French magazine Zoom. A cou- 
ple of years ago HUSTLER was 
offered the entire set of photos 
from which this cover shot 

was taken, but we chose not 


to run them because we don’t 

believe it’s right to exploit 

young girls who are unable of 
3 


on hold during busy days—you 
Exec-U- just keep right on working hour 
after hour. Take it with you 


wherever you go, and stop piss- 
Flush ing away a fortune in missed 

opportunities. Get the new 
Time is money when you're an | Exec-U-Flush today! 
executive on the go. With 
the new portable Exec- 
U-Flush you don’t have i 
to put the call of nature 


to make critical decisions 
for themselves. Every 
model who appears in 


HUSTLER Magazine is of 
legal age and is mentally 
capable of making ma- 
ture decisions, while 


children are not. 


No More 
War Toys 


It’s really murder to find just 
the right Christmas gift for the 
kids in the family. That’s why 
the John Wayne Gacy doll- 
house is the perfect present for [iy 
this holiday season. Children of 
all ages will squeal with delight 
when broken little bodies unex- 
pectedly tumble out of their 
hiding places. Parents will be 
absolutely floored by the low, 
low price. But don’t take our 
word for it—just listen to what 
one satisfied customer had to. 
say: 
“My friends just died laugh- 
ing. Thanks a million.” 
—D. Fective 
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CO ABAAL 


This is what happened when 
ex-Chief Executive Jerry Ford 
tried to run for the Presidency 
and chew gum at the same time. 
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Presidential Rejection 


Ford’s manager said the Re- 
publican candidate 
tinue the campaign while in 
traction. 


will con- 


HUSTLER’s Carnal Comics 


The Body Beautiful 


What do Janis Joplin and En- 
gland’s King Edward VII have 
in common besides being dead? 
They were both tattooed, 
according to the colorful new 
book Pushing Ink, written by 
New York tattoo artist Spider 
Webb. 

Tattooing is no longer an 
open invitation to blood poison- 
ing, performed by sleazy de- 
generates carving anchors, 
“Mom” and the like into the 
arms of drunken sailors. It’s 
now a relatively safe form of 
self-expression, utilizing bril- 


liant new designs drawn by 
skilled craftsmen. 

Pushing Ink’s straightforward 
text and more than 150 black- 
and-white and color photos 
provide an excellent introduc- 
tion to this ancient art form. 
You can pick up a copy at your 
local bookstore, or by mail from 
Simon & Schuster’s Mail-Order 
Department, 1230 Avenue of 
the Americas, New York, New 
York 10020. Enclose $17.50 for 
the hardbound or $8.95 the 
paperback, plus $1 for postage 
and handling. 


Wild and 
Crazy Guy 


Everybody knows gold chains 
are “in.” If you want to impress 
your friends at the disco, pick 
up on this new gold chain from 
the John Revolta Jewelry Com- 
pany. If you buy one now, the 
company will also send you an 
attractive designer neck brace 
free of charge. 


Here’s still another first for 
HUSTLER—96 pages of unpub- 
lished Beaver photos coming 
your way in the one and only 
HUSTLER BEAVER HUNT. 
We've rounded up pussy from 
around the world to bring you 
this inside look at more than 
300 sweethearts. This massive 
project took its toll though; 
Managing Editor Jim Heinisch 
suffered a nasty case of pussy 
shock and was forced to go ona 
nookie-free diet. Heinisch gave 
his all so that you could see the 
USA the HUSTLER way, so go 
out and get your copy now! The 
collection is available wherever 
HUSTLER is sold, or by sending 
$2.95—plus 50¢ for postage 
and handling—to BEAVER 
HUNT, Flynt Subscription 
Company, Inc., P.O. Box 
67068, Los Angeles, California 
90067. 


Tomorrow is the first day of 
the rest of your life, so the 
least you can do is put on 
clean underwear. To help 
guide you through a future 
you probably want no part of, 
HUSTLER’s Executive Editor 
Lee Quarnstrom assembled 
this set of predictions for 
1980. If none of them come 
true, don’t blame us though— 
we don’t make the future; we 
just write about it. 

e 
Martians will land in New 
York City in July. They'll buy 
sunglasses and visit the 
Empire State Building, then 
leave. 

© 
An earthquake will level Par- 
ma, Ohio. No one will care. 

® 
Having closed down all the 
sex businesses in Atlanta, 
Solicitor General Hinson A. 
McAuliffe will open a string 
of adult-book stores featuring 
magazines that highlight 
unspeakable sexual devia- 
tions involving white mice 
and a jar of mayonnaise. 

® 
Idi Amin will become gour- 
met-cooking editor of Ebony. 

@ 
Oui magazine will make a 
desperate attempt to stay 
alive by becoming a men’s 
magazine. The revolutionary 
idea will occur to Managing 
Editor Peter Brennan while 
he’s looking at a copy of 
HUSTLER in the privacy of 
his bathroom. 
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Jimmy Hoffa will be found in 
Chicago. In Newark. In 
Cleveland. In Miami. 

e 
Karen Ann Quinlan will pass 
the year quietly. 

2 
An outbreak of cervical can- 
cer will force a recall of 
several thousand rubber love 


Schlock 


HUSTLER will win the 
Pulitzer Prize for its shocking 
expose of the squalid living 
conditions of the rich, in an 
article entitled ‘‘Behind 
Closed Doors: Bel Air’s Secret 
Shame.” 
@ 

Xaviera Hollander will re- 
place Johnny Carson on the 
Tonight show, which will be 
renamed the $2-Night show. 


Consumer 
Protection 


Sick and tired of fighting the 
rising cost of living? Strike back 
with the Inflation-Buster Kit. 
(Getaway car not included.) 
You can make big money in 
your spare time, and it’s all tax- 
free. You'll be your own boss, 
meet new and exciting people, 
and spend a great deal of time 
in dark alleys. The principles 
behind this kit have been used 
for years by America’s leading 
corporations, recognized ex- 
perts in the field of accumulat- 
ing wealth. So don’t wait anoth- 
er minute; get your kit now! 
(Limited supply. Offer void 
where prohibited by law.) 


Reader’s Digest will be found 
obscene in Atlanta, Georgia. 

@ 
Parma, Ohio, will be com- 
pletely reconstructed. No one 
will notice. 

© 
Researchers will discover that 
people cause cancer in white 
rats, 

@ 
David Felton will continue 
working on his lifetime pro- 
ject, a biography of Larry 
Flynt. 

° 
Richard Nixon will again try 
to learn how to walk along a 
beach looking like John F. 
Kennedy. As in 1979, no one 
will have the heart to tell him 
to remove his wingtip shoes 
first. 

° 


Old people, prized by furriers 
for their white hair, will be 
placed on the endangered- 
species list after thousands are 
clubbed to death by hunters 
in Canada. 

® 
Hugh Hefner will marry a 
blue-haired matron his own 
age. 

e 
Mr. Coffee will die. Joe 
DiMaggio will have a dozen 
roses placed on Mr. Coffee’s 
grounds every day. 

° 
Again, a plane en route from 
Finland to Poland will be hi- 
jacked by a Polish desperado 
who will order the pilot to 
“take this plane to Poland.” 
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Sirs: 

To tell the truth, we’re sick 
and tired of listening to those 
chickenshit environmentalists 
whine about the dangers of 
nuclear power. So what if peo- 
ple wind up looking like pieces 
of liver left over from a sum- 


What's 


These 
Pictures? 
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The Beast Is Yet to sl 


Wrong With 


We were going to make a joke 
about how Jimmy Carter’s 


mer-camp circle-jerk? Change 

is part of life, and the sooner 

you simpering faggots out there 
learn to accept it, the better. 

Sincerely, 

Jerry Aibel, President, 

Three Mile Island 

Utility —— 


ability to blend into the crowd 
at the Kennedy assassinations 
finally paid off for him—in the 
Presidency. Of course, all we 
wanted to do was poke a little 
fun at our number-one peanut 
politician. 

But since Jimmy is clearly 
not going to win renomination, 
we decided not to do it because 
we didn’t want to be blamed for 
his political downfall. He de- 
serves all the credit for that. 


Good Golly, ~ 
Miss Dolly Px og 


When we heard the news report ,) 
about San Francisco doctors 
removing a 200-pound growth 
from an unidentified woman, 
we were dumbfounded. Until, Sad 
that is, one of our editors came 
in with this photo. We’re not 
absolutely convinced that these 
two events are linked, but we 
do hope her singing doesn’t go 
flat as well. 

Actually, this is a doctored 
photograph, as you can tell. 
Dolly Parton’s breasts, fortu- 
nately, are still wonderfully 
intact. 


With Miracle 
Pecker-Upper! 


No pills! No gimmicks! All you need are two 
hands and the ability to withstand excruciating 
pain. Add inches immediately without any side 
effects (although your dong might take on a 
strange resemblance to a buttermilk pancake). 


Arms - 


Talks 


Many Americans have had 
a hard time putting their 
finger on exactly what 
happened at the SALT II 
meetings that took place 
last year. So here’s a first- 
hand look at the strategic- 
arms-limitation negoti- 
ations held between Presi- 
dent Jimmy Carter and 
Soviet leader Leonid 
Brezhnev. 


CHiPs 


This public-service 
advertisement ap- 
peared before Eric 
Estrada, the popular 
star of the TV series 
CHiPs, almost killed 
himself by crashing 
his motorcycle dur- 
ing the shooting of a 
chase scene. The ac- 
tor is recovering, but 
it’s obvious that 
when it comes to 
avoiding potential 
accidents, Estrada is 
about as much of an 
expert as the look- 
out on the Titanic. 


Most Tasteless Cartoon 
© i whtaa aro ie. =) 


to Be Jolly 


HUSTLER’s flakiest cartoonist 
strikes again with THE BEST OF 
TINSLEY, which includes some 


never-before-published car- 
toons and a section featuring 
some of the all-time greatest 
Chesters. Dwaine’s already a 
legend in his own mind, so 
don’t miss this chance to take a 
legend home. Pick up your 
copy at newsstands everywhere, 
or send $2.95—plus 50¢ for 
postage and handling—to BEST 
OF TINSLEY, Flynt Subscrip- 
tion Company, Inc., P.O. Box 
67068, Los Angeles, California 
90067. 


Edited by Richard Stone 


Limitation Update 


Contributors 


ries for Bits & Pieces. We buy all rights to material accepted for 
publication, but will return art on request (enclose a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope). For January, $100 and thanks to Fer- 
ry Aibel, Daerick Gross and Lloyd Wilkins. ds 
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MIKE 
THEVIS 
May 1976 
Pioneer porn 
publisher Mike 
yj Thevis is back 
f on trial again, 
as federal prosecutors attempt 
to prove he sought control of 
the nation’s smut industry 
through murder, arson and ex- 
tortion. When we profiled the 
onetime “Emperor of Erotica” 
back in 1976, he had yet to be 
formally accused of any in- 
volvement in murder. The rack- 
eteering charges he now faces 
stem primarily from the grand- 
jury testimony of former Thevis 
associate Roger Underhill, 
shotgunned to death on Octo- 
ber 25, 1978. The indictment 
links Thevis to that murder and 
three others. 


FRANK 
RIZZO 
August 1976 
This former 
Asshole of the = 
Month has = 6 
plummeted to 

depths we didn’t even know 
existed. The U.S. Justice De- 
partment has now accused 
Philadelphia’s renegade ex- 
mayor of condoning wide- 
spread police brutality and 
wholesale civil-rights violations 
in the City of Brotherly Love. 
The department’s sweeping 
lawsuit against the city’s top 
officials marks the first time the 
federal government has ever 
charged an entire police force 
with indiscriminate brutality. 
Rizzo, a former police commis- 
sioner, terms the suit “complete 
hogwash.”’ Two years ago, fol- 
lowing an incident in which ten 
policemen broke nightsticks on 
a black who’d run a stop sign, 
the mayor had an even better 
comment. He said, “It’s very 
easy to break some of these 
nightsticks nowadays.” 


HUSTLER pays $100 for 
interesting visuals and sto- 
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SPECIAL CHRI 


DELI 
Get down and get earthy with 
December 1979's centerfold. Debi’s a 
real pro—so be there when she gets 
your bases loaded as she makes a 
grand slam with her baseball bat. 


STMAS 
ay [Be a 


OFFER! 


AX =r 
re) —— 


Roll with November 1979’s Honey, 
who's gonna disco-skate you out of 
your inhibitions as she strips down to 
her wheels and shows you that 
things really do go better with Coke. 


July 1979's campfire Honey makes Lolita (October 1979) looks sweet See October 1979's centerfold in ac- 
friends with her flashlight, begging and innocent, but underneath she’s tion. When a dive into a swimming 
for more. And more is what Chrissie a ripening passion. Share a young pool does nothing to cool Inga 
gets. Light up your life with thissexy _girl’s wet dreams as she returns from down, the young lady takes on a full 


girl-next-door. 


EW 


school and humps her dumpty. 

Give your friends a hard-on for Christmas with six of HUSTLER’s 
hottest Honeys. They'll make your wet dreams come true as they 
share their steamiest sexual experiences with you. Act now to take 
advantage of our special Christmas offer—any two Honeys of your 


Li, | 


bottle of champagne. 


What happens when Beast’s Beauty 
(November 1978) grows up to find 
the Beast just isn’t enough? Watch 
her on the rampage trying to satisfy 
her voracious sexual appetite. 


choice for just $32 (in regular 8mm) or $42.50 (in Super 8mm). 
Otherwise the films are available in regular 8mm ($19.95), Super 
8mm ($24.95) and Super 8mm with FULL SOUND ($39.95). Or see 
all six girls on VHS or Beta for $99.95. 


Advise @ Consent is a column that answers a wide 
range of reader-submitted questions on sexual hang-ups, 
physical and mental hygiene, personal safety, legal 
rights, etc. It is solely an educational feature and is not 
intended to replace the advice of a physician or attorney. 
If you have a question, address your correspondence to: 
HUSTLER, Advise & Consent Editor, 2029 Century 
Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067. 


Edited by Betty Frame 


Gonorrhea Vaccine: | understand that 
doctors are trying to come up with a vaccine 
to prevent gonorrhea. I’d really like to know 
the status of their studies. —L. M. 

Houston, Texas 


Each year more than 2 million Americans con- 
tract gonorrhea. The first symptoms are usually 
pain when urinating and a discharge of pus. But 
many women and some men experience no 
noticeable symptoms. If left untreated, the disease 
can cause serious complications, including 
arthritis and sterility. Though penicillin will 
cure most strains of gonorrhea, new ones are crop- 
ping up that are resistant to this drug. 

Clearly what is needed is a vaccine to prevent 
this disease in the first place. But gonorrhea has 
certain peculiarities that could make developing 
an effective vaccine difficult if not impossible. 

A significant breakthrough was made recently 
when microbiologists discovered that the gonococ- 
cus—the little organism that causes the disease— 
has on its surface tiny hairlike projections called 
pili, which help the gonococcus adhere to the cells 
of the urinary or reproductive tracts. Charles C. 
Brinton, Fr., of the University of Pittsburgh was 
the first to make a vaccine from purified gonococ- 
cus pili, Brinton’s vaccine produces antibodies 
that coat the pili of invading gonococci, thus pre- 
venting them from latching onto the tissues. 

The new vaccine has been tested with promis- 
ing results. But even if further tests prove it to be 
reliably effective, it will still be several years be- 
fore the gonorrhea vaccine is publicly available. 


Kindest Cut: I am a 22-year-old virgin. It’s 
not that I’m a prude; it’s just that I never 
felt the time was right. Now I’ve met a man 
who is very special to me. But before I go to 
bed with him, I'd like to have my hymen cut 
by a doctor. (I know I have one, and it is still 
intact.) I want to avoid the whole mess and 
pain of the first time. However, all the doc- 
tors I’ve called said they’d do it only if they 
thought it was necessary. They’d rather it 
was broken naturally. 

Whether or not they think it’s necessary, I 
happen to be terrified of the pain of that first 
time and I'd like my hymen cut beforehand. 
It’s not as if I were asking for a prescription 
for some drugs that I didn’t need. Can a doc- 
tor legally refuse to do this for me because he 
doesn’t think it’s necessary, even though I 
want it done? —Name and Address 

Withheld by Request 


Yes, doctors are within their legal rights to refuse 
to perform surgery they do not deem necessary. 


Most doctors rightly consider any kind of surgery 
to be the last resort. 

Surgery is the most drastic way to deal with 
any medical problem, and there is always some 
degree of risk involved. Unless a woman’s hymen 
is so tough that it can’t be stretched or torn, most 
doctors will try more conservative approaches 
first. One such method is using your finger over a 
period of a few weeks to slowly stretch the open- 
ing until it can comfortably accommodate a penis. 
(See the letter “Virgin Woes” in December 
1979's Advise @ Consent for more details.) 

Some doctors recommend using a series of 
vaginal dilators. A dilator is a plug that’s 
shaped somewhat like an erect penis. The doctor 
will prescribe four or five different sizes. You 
start by lubricating the smallest one and in- 
serting it into your vagina. Then you put on a 
sanitary napkin to keep it in place and walk 
around with the dilator inside you. You do this 
for a few hours each day until the dilator is easy 
to insert. Then you try the next larger size. Con- 
tinue until you can insert the largest dilator with 
ease. If you want to stretch the opening even more, 
you can use a dildo or vibrator. 

Your fear of pain is quite normal, but since 
prior stretching of the area will greatly reduce the 
likelihood of your being hurt, there’s no reason to 
be frightened. Since your boyfriend undoubtedly 
knows that you are a virgin, he should take his 
time and not rush you the first time you make love 
together. 

Once you are aroused and your natural lubri- 
cant starts to flow, you should be relaxed enough 


to enjoy your first intercourse. Also remember that 
there is only one first time, and risking a little 
discomfort once will open the way to a lot of 
pleasure in the future. 


Man or Beast: I am a 45-year-old man 
married to a woman of the same age. We are 
very much in love, but our sex life is on the 
wane after all these years. My wife would 
never consent to swinging, but she’s no 
prude either. We have oral sex, and we use 
dildos and vibrators and things like that. But 
I have come to the conclusion that some- 
thing new must be added. 

Ever since I saw a stag movie in which a 
dog fucked a woman, | have wanted to see 
my wife make it with a dog. I have men- 
tioned this on a number of occasions when 
we were making love, and I think that under 
the right conditions she might go for it. But I 
would really like to hear your opinion. 

— Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


If your wife did have intercourse with a dog, she 
would be engaging in a form of bestiality. It is 
questionable whether this is a healthy activity. 
Some sexologists would not be concerned about 
your wanting to watch such an act, while others 
feel that such behavior indicates that you get off 
on watching women being degraded. 

Regardless of the cause, yours is a common and 
age-old fantasy, as is evidenced by bestiality 
scenes depicted in mythology and folklore. 


“Understand, you little prick? No more Mister Nice Guy!” 
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Apparently you have shared this fantasy with 
your wife, but have not shared the fact that you 
want to try it out. So tell her. Since you say that 
“she’s no prude,” it may be OK with her. But if 
she says no, drop it. Forcing her to comply could 
certainly endanger your otherwise good relation- 
ship. And once the pressure is off, she just may 
change her mind. 

In the meantime stop by your local adult-book 
store or sex shop and pick up some books, maga- 
zines or films on bestiality. Pornography is a very 
healthy way to satisfy longings that cannot be 
lived out. Ask your wife to look at the pictures 
and watch the films with you. She may get off on 
sharing your fantasy. 

With regard to swinging, why not ask her 
about it? Ironically, you think she'd be more apt 
to engage in bestiality, which most people find a 
lot less natural than switching partners. Besides, 
no matter how well you know a person, it's dan- 
gerous to assume how he or she will feel about 
anything. Assumptions often turn out to be incor- 
rect. The worst your wife can do is say no. 


Breast-Reduction: I’m a 45-year-old 
woman who’s always been proud of her large 
breasts. Well, no more. Over the last few 
years they have begun to sag terribly. I’m 
having more and more backaches too. A 
friend told me that the weight of my boobs 
could be causing them. Is this true? I know 
you can have surgery to make your breasts 
bigger, but can you have them made smaller 
too? If so, would my insurance pay for it? 


St. Louis, Missouri 


The surgery you refer to is called reduction mam- 
moplasty. It involves the removal of tissue from 
oversized breasts. Although some women undergo 
this operation solely for cosmetic reasons, many do 
it for reasons like your own. Heavy breasts can 
cause backache, poor posture, neck strain, cur- 
vature of the spine, and sore shoulders from cut- 
ting bra straps. Women over 40 are especially 
prone to these discomforts since their bones are less 
able to support the weight of their breasts. 

The most common surgical procedure for 
removal of excess breast tissue involves making a 
circular incision around the areola (the pig- 
mented area around the nipple), a vertical inct- 
ston down the underside of the breast and an 
elliptical incision in the crease where the breast 
meets the chest wall. 

During surgery the nipple is left attached to the 
body by a stem of tissue so that its blood supply is 
maintained. Then it is lifted to a new position 
on the reduced breast. 

Reduction mammoplasty takes from three to 
four hours and is usually performed in a hospital 
under general anesthesia. It is not as painful as 
you might think. A mild analgesic, like aspirin, 
will normally alleviate any discomfort. You can 
start wearing a bra after a few days, and return 
to work after two weeks. The cost ranges great- 
ly—from $7,000 to $5,000—averaging $3,000 
in most metropolitan areas. 

In addition to the usual risks involved in any 
surgical procedure, breast-reduction has a few 
side effects: The scar is permanently visible, 
though it will not show when you're wearing 
bathing suits or low-cut dresses. Since nerves are 
cut, the nipples often lose their sensitivity, at 


“What the hell good are you if you don’t suck his cock?!” 
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least temporarily. And most women cannot 
breast-feed, because the milk ducts are impaired 
during surgery. 

The best way to find a good surgeon is through 
your regular physician. If he can’t recommend one, 
check with a first-rate hospital. The staff plastic 
surgeon is likely to be well-qualified. Or you can 
write the American Society of Plastic and 
Reconstructive Surgeons, Inc. (29 East Madison 
Street, Suite 800, Chicago, Illinois 60602) for 
the names of plastic surgeons in your area. 

Your insurance company may pay for the opera- 
tion if your doctor will document that there are 
medical reasons for your having it. 


The Wrong Sex: | am a woman trapped in- 
side a man’s body. I used to think I was gay, 
but I have just realized that I am not. I was 
born into the wrong sex. I have everything 
that a woman has except for female sex 
organs and protruding breasts. I have a 
woman’s thoughts, feelings, looks and shape. 
I would like some information on sex 
changes and where to write or go in the 
southern New Jersey area. —R.C. 

Millville, New Jersey 


Johns Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore, Mary- 
land, was the first U.S. institution to perform 
the controversial sex-change surgery. That was in 
1965. Since then over 100 transsexuals have 
gone to the hospital, and four to six have been 
recommended for surgery each year. Six months 
ago, however, Johns Hopkins announced that it 
would no longer perform sex-change operations. 
This decision was made after a study by staff 
psychiatrist Fon K. Meyer concluded that surgery 
did not significantly improve a transsexual’s 
adjustment to life. 

Dr. Meyer studied 50 persons who had sought 
sex changes. All received psychiatric counseling; 
26 underwent surgery and 24 did not. Their 
adjustment was monitored in such areas as 
education, marriage, social interactions and job 
success. Dr. Meyer found that those who had had 
surgery did not adjust significantly better than 
those who had not. 

Johns Hopkins’s Sexual Behavior Consulta- 
tion Unit (6009 North Wolfe Street, Baltimore, 
Maryland 21205; telephone: 301-955-6318, 
301-955-3246) is a good place for you to start. 
If after counseling you still want to have the sur- 
gery, you will probably be referred to the Univer- 
sity of Virginia Gender Identity Clinic, Char- 
lottesville, Virginia 20903. If you prefer, you can 
contact the University of Virginia first, but 
Johns Hopkins is a few hundred miles closer to 
where you live. 


Skinny Cock: | just read the Sex Play arti- 
cle about cosmetic cock surgery that ap- 
peared in the February 1979 issue of 
HUSTLER. I found it very interesting, for it 
answered a lot of questions. But what I am 
wondering is if you can find the name and 
address of the urologist nearest to me. I live 
in Kentucky, about 35 miles from Louisville 
and 40 miles from Lexington. I want to find 
out all I can about silicone injections, since 
I have for years been embarrassed by my 


(continued on page 32) 


Save up to $240.00 and Own Any 40 of These Erotic Movie Classics 


Each of these rare 35mm COLLECTOR Movies carry a nationally ad- 
vertised price of between $99 and $129, but now by special ar- 
rangement we are offering any individual movie for only $99, or you 
can save hundreds of dollars on volume orders (as indicated below) 


VOLUME DISCOUNT PRICES* 
movies — $178.00 — Total Savings 
— $262.00 — Total Savings 


— $346.00 — Total Savings: 
— $425.00 — Total Savings: 


Order your choice of any 6 COLLECTOR Movies at our special price 
of $594 and pick one FREE MOVIE of your choice PLUS as a bonus you 
will receive our 10% NO OBLIGATION Lifetime Discount Card. (See 
coupon to order) 


(Up to $540 Savings) 

Now you can have the pleasure and pride of owning any 10 of 
these Erotic Classics for an unbelievable price of $750... plus you 
will receive our 10% NO OBLIGATION Lifetime Discount Privilege 
Card as an added bonus. (See coupon—limited offer—60 days only) 


4-800-848-9107 
EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING . . . 24 hour toll-free phone service 
Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107. In Ohio call: 1-800-282-9216 
Master Charge and Visa only. Operators cannot take C.O.D. orders. 
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Check one To order video cassettes please write the correct HU180 
i? stock number in the boxes below. Check your Subtoto! as 
2 I KNOW A HOT OFFER WHEN I SEE ONE, so please 9 mochine type © BETA VHS. Ohio residents odd 4% sales tox —— 


rush me the uncut, uncensored video cassettes | 

3 Foreign orders odd $5.00 = 
have indicated. | have selected 2, 3, 4, 5 (circle [__ ae Postage tate ack ace 
one) video movie cassettes. Enclosed is my ee, ao ow | : TOTAL aah 


VOLUME DISCOUNT payment of $ ae = 
Enclosed ismy (| check money order (cash not 


Free cassette | rm | [+ | __ accepted) or charge to my (VISA) MASTER CHARGE 


0 lam purchasing 6 Video movie cassettes at my wi order of 6 tT TTT 
price of $594.00 and | am entitied to one Video | | 
cassette movie of my choice absolutely FREE! Also, Interbank No Exp Date 
please rush me my 10% Lifetime Video Discount SR mo year 
Card (Don't forget to indicate your movie 
choices!) Ma 
Ol WOULD UKE TO take advantage of your 6 
ULTIMATE LIBRARY OFFER and | have indicatedthe Gy Stole ip eo Box 16508 
40 Erotic Movie Classics of my choice. | under LIFESTYLE a cnamerecacen rence ~ 
stand my full price is only $750.00 which is en- [AreaCcode)PhoneNo.~—~”~—~—”—”—————C aiicea crc aandeete 
closed. Also please rush me my No Obligation HOME VIDEO nada 

ime Vi t n oa tana aaa: So oe PO. Box 367, Postal Station "N” 
10% Lifetime Video Discount Card Signature (lam of legal age) ae ve Rows So Comet eae 
CO Please send me the 1 video cassette | have MONEY ORDER ond CREDIT CARD PURCHASES will be processed in 72 hours or less. All orders are discreetly 


indicated, The full price is only $99.00 packaged and delivered promptly by private carrier. Retail orders invited. Void where prohibited 


EROTIC 
FILMS 


Edited by Michael Stott 


Millions of adults watch X-rated 


movies every week; yet the straight 
media have constantly ignored the 
obvious need to educate the public 
as to which films are rip-offs and 
which aren’t. HUSTLER’s reviews 
of hard-core erotic films have long 


been regarded as the yardstick of 


the industry. We take this function 
seriously, and we will continue to 
keep you abreast of the latest 
adult-film releases, and also do our 
best to spur porn producers on 
to better and better productions. 


Tangerine 


Directed by Robert (The 


Ecstasy Girls) McCallum 
and beautifully photographed 
(for the most part) in natural 
light, this exceptionally well- 
made erotic film tells the story 
of a high-society hostess named 
Tangerine (Cece Malone) and 
her three horny ‘teenage 
daughters’’—Faith (Holly 
McCall), Hope (Laurie Blue) 
and Charity (Angel Desmond). 

Tangerine regularly throws 
sumptuous and uninhibited 
parties at her townhouse by the 
sea—gatherings attended by 
rich executives and legislators. 
But her real profession involves 
sexual blackmail and peddling 
of industrial secrets—a scam 
baited by her allegedly under- 
age nymphettes. In reality, the 
story discloses, the three girls 
are no more her daughters than 
they are teenagers. But that 
doesn’t prevent Faith, Hope 
and Charity from pretending to 
be 15, 14 and 13 years of age re- 
spectively, and the film traces 
their activities as they snare, 
seduce and then threaten to 
snitch on each affluent victim. 

It’s a good tale, and while 
none of the daughters look 
quite as young as they say they 
are, each one is provocative 
enough to stir up horniness in a 
bluenosed bishop. Holly Mc- 
Call as Faith has a particularly 
talented pair of snatch-lips that 
she can tie into a bow like rib- 
bons on a parcel (which she did 


Affluent blackmail victims clean up their act in ‘Tangerine.’ 


as Knotty Lady in October 
1979’s HUSTLER). She can also 
lick the nipples of her own 
bounteous boobs. These are 
noteworthy tricks, though their 
turn-on value is not necessarily 
guaranteed. But what converts 
these freakish delights into 
100%-warranted titillation is 
Holly’s natural ability as an ac- 


tress. She moves and reacts with 
the ease of a true professional, 
and has more onscreen per- 
sonality than most other porn 
stars put together. 

At the outset of Tangerine 
Faith takes a wealthy Texan 
named Hammersmith (Milt 
Ingersoll) into her bathroom 
and helps him clean up all his 


This hard-on rating guide is based on a quality-for-your-money formula. However, 


since many X-rated films are censored to conform to “local community standards,” 


the movies we review here might not be exactly the version you see. Therefore we sug- 
gest you check with your theater to make sure that you are getting the real thing. 


RATING GUIDE 


3 ERECTION 
Cc 


A constant turn-on. If this won't get it up, you may be dead. 
THREE-QUARTERS ERECT 

Worthwhile. Almost gets it up. But it can still be beat. 
HALF ERECT 

So-so. Probably get it up with a little help from your fist. 
ONE-QUARTER ERECT 

A poor turn-on. Just might get it up if you used a crane. 


TOTALLY LIMP 


A turn-off. This one couldn't get it up if you used a crane. 


problems. Then she hits him up 
for $1,000 a month to keep her 
“minor” mouth shut. He will- 
ingly complies, especially when 
she promises further soapy- 
water sports on a regular basis. 

The episodes featuring the 
other sisters are equally erotic 
and equally businesslike. Char- 
ity, for instance, with her neatly 
trimmed bush and her hair in 
two cute pigtails, virtually rapes 
another businessman in the 
library. She then reminds him 
that she’s “only 13,” but she'll 
keep her mouth shut too if he 
spills all the beans pertaining 
to his recent bribery of local 
officials. 

The single weak link in this 
horny chain of fuck-mail is 
Tangerine herself. Ms. Malone 
(who’s appeared in several porn 
flicks under the name of Jen- 
nifer West) is a good-looking 
woman despite the hint of cellu- 
lite around her tushy. But she 
fails to come across convincing- 
ly as the powerful, seductive 
brains behind the scam, and her 
single sex scene at the end of 
the film just isn’t very sexy. 

Taken as a whole, however, 
Tangerine provides excellent 
value and is well worth a visit. 


—M.S. 


Ms. 
Magnificent 


When first released, this 

sci-fi/comedy sex epic was 
titled Superwoman. But court ac- 
tion initiated by both Warner 
Brothers and D.C. Comics 
forced the producers to retitle 
the picture—first to Ultrawo- 
man and now to Ms. Magnifi- 
cent—and redub all dialogue 
that mentioned the original 
title. The result of this non- 
sensical harassment isn’t help- 
ful to the clear flow of the film’s 
narrative, as you can imagine. 
But the bulk of its comedy and 
eroticism remains unaffected, 
and the producers garnered a 
great deal of publicity from the 
proceedings. 

Regardless of the title, there 
can be no question that all three 
female leads are super women. 
Succulent and curvaceous 
Desiree Cousteau is in fine form 
in the title role, although her 
apparent ability to leap tall 
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‘Ms. Magnificent’s' Cousteau was HUSTLER’s September 1978 centerfold and Butch’s Peach (December 1975). | 


buildings at a single bound 
does nothing for her limited 
acting talent. 

Faye Dunaway look-alike 
Jesie St. James portrays the in- 
tergalactic dominatrix Kreeta 
Borgia. Not only is St. James a 
champion cocksucker, but she 
also says her lines humorously 
and convincingly, and that’s a 
rarity in cinematic porn. 

Finally, as reporter Lois 
Loin, Holly McCall (our Knotty 
Lady) spreads her limber labia 
so widely you can almost greet 
her cervix. She is another 
naturally talented actress, and 
shows signs of becoming a fine 
comedienne. 

The story reveals how Kreeta 
Borgia blasts in from outer 
space and lands her flying 
saucer in a Safeway parking lot 
in the San Fernando Valley. 
She’s vowed to conquer the 
universe, and only Ms. Magnifi- 
cent can stop her. So Kreeta 
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kidnaps Ms. M’s dim boyfriend 
John and casts a monstrous rep- 
lica of his schlong in ‘“‘crap-o- 
nite,” the only substance that 
can weaken the Caped Marvel. 
After various sexual adven- 
tures involving Ms. Magnifi- 
cent, Kreeta and a host of both 
Earthlings and aliens, the arch- 
villainess from outer space 
straps on the crap-o-nite dildo 
and gets ready to give Ms. Mag- 
nificent her last big bang. 
Things get tense, but the hero- 
ine finally escapes, leaving 
Kreeta and her crew to blast off 
in search of a weaker planet. 
Ms. Magnificent is well-photo- 
graphed and well-edited, but 
despite the talented leads, both 
the script and acting are gener- 
ally inept. But the hot sex 
makes up for it, and regardless 
of the changes forced on the 
producers, the film will deliver 
reasonable value for your porn 
dollar. —N. Morgen Hagen 


Hot sex in ‘Ms. Magnificent’ makes up for film’s inept script and acting 


Dracula Sucks 


GS. ..and frankly, so does 
this movie. Intended as a 
hard-core response to the cur- 
rent interest in Dracula and 


vampirism, Dracula Sucks was 
originally shot with several ex- 


Stunning Annette Haven plays 


plicit sex scenes. These in- 
cluded a boring, nonerotic 
sequence in which porn queen 
Serena unenthusiastically sucks 
cock for several minutes, and a 
gross, vomit-inspiring episode 
in which John Holmes accepts 
a blowjob from a vampire nurse 
who eventually bites his famous 
wad off at the roots! 

However, if you buy a ticket 
to this turkey, you won’t see 
these scenes, even though I saw 
them at the press screening. 
Why? Because the producers 
decided to delete all hard-core 
sex before putting the film into 
release. By doing so they 


qualified the film for an R rat- 
ing, evidently hoping to make 
the best of a bad job by re- 
aiming the production at a 
totally different audience. 

The result is an undeniably 
lavish movie with sets, cos- 
tumes and an overall technical 
tone that proclaim big-budget 
professionalism. But it’s also a 
sex film without hard-core sex, 
despite its cast of porn profes- 
sionals, and that makes about 


# as much sense as a hot-dog bun 


without the wiener. 

In the spirit of the famous 
novel by Bram Stoker that 
started the whole Dracula fad, 
the story describes how Count 
Dracula ( Jamie Gillis) journeys 
from Transylvania to England, 
where he takes up residence 
next door to an insane asylum. 
Soon one psychotic patient 
after another is added to an 
ever-growing pile of blood- 
drained corpses, and the dis- 
traught asylum directors (John 
Leslie and Kay Parker) finally 
begin to get suspicious of their 
sharp-toothed neighbor. Ac- 
cordingly, they hire an expert, 
Dr. Van Helsing (Detlef Van 
Berg), to track down the vam- 


one of Count Dracula's dishes. 


pire and destroy him. The 
Count, meanwhile, continues 
with his bloody missions, 
seemingly more concerned with 
seducing a beautiful female 
patient, Mina (Annette Haven), 
than in tangling with his foes. 

The cast (a veritable galaxy 
of well-known porn stars, in- 
cluding Gillis, Parker, Haven, 
Leslie, Serena, Seka and 
Holmes) turn in acting perfor- 
mances in the expected fair-to- 
awful range. Jamie Gillis as 
Dracula, however, is the excep- 
tion. His portrayal is energetic, 
masterful and disciplined; if 
he’d been around in 1931 (the 


Even with performers like Serena this version of ‘Dracula’ really sucks. 


year of the original American 
version of the film), he could 
have provided strong competi- 
tion for Bela Lugosi himself in 
landing the lead role. 

But in the final analysis, 
despite Gillis’s performance 
and the high-quality produc- 
tion values, Dracula Sucks re- 
mains a failure. To focus on the 
sexuality of this classic horror 
tale is in itself a great idea; the 
neck-biting, blood-sucking as- 
pects of vampirism are obvious- 
ly linked to sexual repression. 
But if you start out to make a 
sex movie, you’d better finish 
up with a sex movie, or there’s 
no point in casting it with sex 
— Manny Neuhaus 


stars. 


‘Silk’ is packed to the sprocket holes with hot, 


Blonde in 
Black Silk 


Pen Without any of its X-rated 

scenes Blonde in Black Silk 
would be a surefire cure for 
sleeplessness. The story is bor- 
ing and the dialogue moreso. 
Fortunately, though, this film is 
packed to the sprocket holes 
with hot, lushly photographed 
sex—more than enough to re- 
deem it from the snore-induc- 
ing script. 

The plot describes how a suc- 
cessful, seductive business- 
woman—The Countessa (Se- 
rena)—secretly purchases Met- 
ropolitan magazine and anon- 


lushly shot sex. 


ymously orders its editor to 
investigate the details of her 
own operation. The resulting 
expose provides most of the 
erotic action in Black Silk, as 
the Countessa’s idea of business 
is to get down and dirty as often 
as possible. In the final se- 
quences of the film the editor 
eventually discovers that the 
subject of his investigation is 
his new boss. Astounded, he 
suggests that the story be killed. 
But the Countessa insists that it 
see print. “It will be perfect 
publicity,” she says, “for my 
new perfume—Scandal.” 

Anyone looking for an 
award-winning plot should con- 
sider himself forewarned. But 
the rest of you will be pleased to 
know that sitting through this 
ridiculous tale will expose you 
to some of the best sex action 
ever captured by the camera. 

My favorite scene (partly be- 
cause it was so well-filmed) was 
shot on St. Patrick’s Day in 
New York City. The Countessa 
wanders through crowds of 
revelers and marching bands. 
Spotting a luscious young 
cheerleader (Arcadia), the 
Countessa seduces her in a con- 
venient camper. When the girls’ 
squad-leader and supervisor 
\Eric Edwards) peeks in on the 
action through an open win- 
dow, he demands satisfaction — 
and needless to say, he gets it. 

Technically, Blonde in Black 
Silk was shot and edited with a 
professionalism rivaling that 
of many current Hollywood 
straight films. One scene in par- 
ticular stands out because of its 
technical excellence—a chase 
sequence in which the Coun- 
tessa flees through deserted lots 
and up fire escapes from a small 
band of motorcycle toughs. She 
finally seeks refuge in an aban- 
doned warehouse. Believing 
herself safe, she starts to look 
for a way out and approaches a 
steel door. Suddenly the door 
bursts open to reveal a thunder- 
ing motorcycle, which pins her 
to the wall. The subsequent 
rape is both hot and energetic, 
but for sheer excitement it palls 
when compared to the moment 
when that steel door violently 
opens. 


Serena is at her ever-loving 
best in this film, and she’s ably 
supported by Merle Michaels, 
Samantha Fox, Kaysey Rogers 
and Erica Richardson in sup- 
porting roles. —M.N. 


ON THE 


CIRCUIT 


This column lists and rates erotic 
films reviewed in past issues of 
HUSTLER. The films named 
below may currently be showing at 
a theater in your neighborhood. 


Pag Erection 


Babylon Pink 

Bad Penny 

Easy 

Legend of Lady Blue 
MisBehavin’ 

Sex Roulette 

The Ecstasy Girls 


Three-Quarters Erect 


Debbie Does Dallas 
800 Fantasy Lane 
Happy Holiday 
Heavenly Desire 


Jack ’n Jill 


People 

Pro Ball Cheerleaders 
Satin Suite 

Serena 

Sex World 

The Other Side of Julie 
The Pleasure Palace 


~ oe Erect 


Bangkok Connection 
Carnal Games 

China Sisters 

For Richer, For Poorer 
Here Comes the Bride 
Laura’s Desires 

Pizza Girls 

Pussycat Ranch 

Taxi Girls 

Telefantasy 

The China Cat 

The Little Blue Box 
The New York Babes 
The Sensuous Detective 
The Untamed 


Cg One Quarter Erect 


Blue Perfume 

From Holly With Love 
Hot Honey 

Hot Lunch 

Hot Rackets 

More Than Sisters 


|. eae Limp 


Candy Goes to Hollywood! 
Fur Trap 

Hardcore 

Sweet Savage 

Tropic of Desire 
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BOOKS 


Edited by Michael Stott 


A Man’ Place: 
} { li ity 

© *,¢ 

in Transition 

By Joe L. Dubbert; Prentice-Hall, 
Inc., Englewood Cliffs, New Jersey 
07632; $5.95 

In A Man’s Place history 
professor Joe Dubbert presents 
a precise yet easily readable ac- 
count of how notions of Ameri- 
can masculinity have changed 
from 1830 to the present. As 
Dubbert describes it, these 
changes have been radical. Yet 
the current confusion in this 
country over what is appropri- 
ate masculine behavior high- 
lights Dubbert’s main point: 
The changes have not been 
radical enough. 

According to the author, the 
male American’s drive toward a 
macho image began around the 
turn of the century, when men 
began to chafe at the Victorian 
concept that genteel, even ef- 
feminate values were to be 
prized in the home. There sud- 
denly erupted an all-out war 
against “‘sissies’’—a campaign 
exemplified by Teddy Roose- 
velt, whose charge up San Juan 
Hill was seen as the epitome of 
manhood. 

When the United States 
entered World War I, many of 
the young Americans who en- 
listed were former Boy Scouts, 
members of an organization 
founded in 1910 with the aim of 
turning potential pansies into 


seasoned campers and hunters. 


Professional sports soon re- 
flected this newfound aggres- 
siveness. Hall of Famer Ty 
Cobb didn’t just steal bases— 
he intimidated opposing in- 
fielders with razor-sharp spikes 
aimed right at their throats. 

In the 1930s, however, the 
“be-a-man”’ syndrome took 
new forms. The men who sur- 
vived the Depression knew that 
busting heads in a saloon would 
not impress their women as 
much as would bringing home a 
sizable paycheck, even though 
job security meant conforming 
to company policy—“blending 
in” and “not rocking the boat.” 
Yet the financial rewards of 


conformity did little to prepare 
the Organization Man for the 
social upheavals of the ’60s or 
the sexual awakenings of the 
70s. And that is why the quest 
for manly validation grows 
more confusing with each pass- 
ing year. 


A Man’s Place is that rarity 
among books by professors—a 
serious sociohistorical study 
that is also an exciting book. It 
is history brought to life in 
down-to-earth terms of sexual 
and social behavior. And in the 
final analysis it drives home the 
point that masculinity should 
be an ever-evolving state of 
mind. The manliest virtue, 
according to Professor Dubbert, 
is the ability to grow. 

—Larry McClain 


Mineeicves 
of Erotic 
Photography 


Introduction by Michael Pellerin; 
Aurum Press (Gibraltar) Lid, 
15 West Heath Road, London, 
N.W. 3, England; $39.95 

The price of this collection 
may seem a bit steep. But Mas- 
terpieces of Erotic Photography 
contains 176 pages of photo- 
graphs by 12 of the finest con- 
temporary erotic shutterbugs in 
the Western world—and both 


‘Masterpieces’: Interpreting a sexual vision to make a statement about life. 


price and title accurately reflect 
the quality of the content. Ap- 
proximately half the repro- 
ductions are in full color, and 
each one is printed well enough 
for framing; flesh tones, skin 
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Surreal eroticism by photographer John Thornton—from ‘Masterpieces.’ 


pigmentation and even the 
finest hairs on an arm or a leg 
are reproduced with dazzling 
clarity. 

None of the pictures fall into 
the category of hard-core sex, 
although a series of color shots 
by Art Kane representing two 
lovers making it in a kitchen 
comes close. But then, hard- 
core sex is not what this book is 
about. Instead it’s concerned 
with the personal sexual vision 
of each artist, and how he inter- 
prets that vision to make a 
statement about life itself. And 
that may be why these pictures 
stay in the mind long after 
you've closed the book. 

The dozen photographers se- 
lected for Masterpieces have all 
achieved worldwide fame. 
There’s David Bailey, for in- 
stance, the working-class Lon- 
doner who revolutionized 
English magazine design in the 
1960s. Supposedly the model 
for the Cockney photographer 
in the film Blow-Up, Bailey 
specializes in garishly lit black- 
and-white compositions of legs, 
arms and pubic hair that seem 
like fragments from a_half- 
remembered dream. By con- 
trast, the color photos of the 


i. e i 


Australian John Thornton 
place clear, lush images of 
women in surrealistic surround- 
ings, like that of the girl who 
appears to be floating in a verti- 
cal swimming pool behind an 
open door. 

The other craftsmen repre- 
sented in Masterpieces are Barry 
Lategan, Harri Peccinotti, Vic- 
tor Skrebneski, Kishin Shino- 
yama, Christian Vogt, Jean- 
loup Sieff, Sam Haskins, Olli- 
viero Toscani and Duane 
Michals. —M. S. 


‘Masterpieces’ displays the work of 12 outstanding erotic shutterbugs. 


Eros & 
Photography 


Edited by Donna-Lee Phillips and 


Lew Thomas; Camerawork/NFS ly 


Press, P.O. Box 31040, San Fran- 
cisco, California 94131; $10.95 

Eros & Photography was pro- 
duced in the wake of an exhi- 
bition of sexually oriented 
photographs at San Francisco’s 
Camerawork Gallery. The book 
contains black-and-white ex- 
amples of the work of 72 


photographers, and the original 
prints of most of the pictures in 
it were hung at the gallery’s 
show. 

“The images,” claims Don- 
na-Lee Phillips in her introduc- 
tion, “range from evasive to 
exploitive, vulgar, sadistic, hu- 
morous and perhaps even truly 
erotic” —a description that is at 
least partially accurate. 

However, considering the 
book as a whole, I would add 
two more adjectives to Ms. 
Phillips’s list: amateurish and 
annoying. This publication at- 
tempts to hide its typographical 
clumsiness and spelling mis- 
takes behind an editorial tone 
of snobbish self-righteousness. 
Ms. Phillips herself is the worst 
offender here. She’s an incom- 
petent editor; she displays no 
skill in page design; and in her 
introduction she voices hysteri- 
cal opinions that betray a mind 
forever lost to the twin scourges 
of knee-jerk liberalism and 


ing truth about war—that it 
turns living, loving human be- 
ings into bloody garbage—and 
the accompanying essay is a 
serious indictment of this 
nation’s warmongering, sex- 
hating consciousness. 

On the other hand, if I turna 
few more pages in that same 
issue of HUSTLER, I'll be 
greeted by a picture of a delec- 
table HUSTLER model with her 
legs spread. Yup—that must be 
the “erotic context” of which 
Ms. Phillips writes. Come on, 
Donna-Lee! Even a San Fran- 
cisco ‘‘photo expert’”’ and 
“book editor’ should know the 
meaning of the word contrast. It 
is through contrast, surely, that 
we learn many of life’s basic les- 
sons, from the difference be- 
tween rain and sunshine to the 
necessity of comparing prices 
before buying groceries. The 
placement of that article in 
HUSTLER vividly underscored 
the contrast between war and 


In ‘Eros & Photography’ 72 photographers are shabbily showcased. 


feminist cramps. 

The first part of her introduc- 
tion investigates the meaning of 
erotic art with some objectivity. 
But then she suddenly jumps 
into an attack on HUSTLER for 
printing its world-famous 
photo-essay on the horrors of 
Vietnam (The Real Obsceni- 
ty: War, January 1977). The 
war piece, she writes, was 
“obscene” and a “fraudulent 
presentation of the issue.” Her 
reasoning? Because “it associ- 
ated human ‘meat’—a common 
enough slang for sexual parts— 
and the brutalized flesh of war 
victims in an erotic context.” 

I have that photo-essay in 
front of me as I write this, and I 
don’t see any pink-thinking 
cuties frolicking among the 
dead American soldiers and 
burnt children. Those pictures 


‘Eros’: Fine art marred by an editorial tone of snobbish self-righteousness. show the uncensored, disgust- 


sex. In doing so it raised impor- 
tant questions about the per- 
verse thinking of our times, 
which claims sex to be obscene 
and war to be righteous. To 
quote from the essay in words 
that even Ms. Phillips will 
understand: “Looking at open 
pussy makes you feel good; 
looking at the body of a de- 
capitated American soldier 
makes you feel sick.” 

By contrast, looking at Eros 
& Photography doesn’t make you 
feel much of anything. Yet the 
book contains erotic images 
that should appeal to gays and 
straights, and they are inter- 
spersed with extracts from 
essays, poems and fiction that 
reveal truly creative minds. It is 
shameful and scandalous that 
such talented artists and writers 
are showcased in such a shabby 


package. —atiS: & 


| 
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ADVISE & CONSENT 
(continued from page 24) 


skinny cock. I’d like to be able to please my 
girlfriend a lot more. I hope you can find a 
urologist here in Kentucky who will inject 
silicone. —M. S. 


Cox’s Creek, Kentucky 


You should hope we can’t. If we did, we'd report 
him to the AMA. As we pointed out last month 

The best segments of major X-rated when cuwetse a letter about = a 

2 Ps tion, silicone injections are not authorize: t 

35mm films now available on 400 Ft. Super 8mm. | Food and Drug Administration. The stuff pa 
simply too dangerous. The writer mentioned this 
fact in the Sex Play article you refer to. Our 
advice is to believe him. The silicone tends to 
wander from the injection site, causing a mis- 
shapen or lumpy appearance, and even death if it 
gets into the blood stream. 

A couple of years ago a Miami Beach der- 
matologist gave a San Francisco man silicone 
injections to enlarge his penis. The man was ren- 
dered permanently impotent and incapable of sen- 


sation. He sued and was awarded $25,000 in 
sex at age 


from then on, any- damages. 

ng goes — with any- 
‘one — anywhere — any 
way. 


There is simply no known way to safely and 
effectively increase the diameter of a penis. So for- 
get silicone injections. 

Since pleasing your girlfriend seems to be 
your primary concern, you are perhaps better 


ois Wane sonente equipped just the way you are. A fat cock is not 


Holied as one of tha clk gave a necessarily better than a thin one. Having one’s 
bs iinll gheciegalle tiny 44 vagina stuffed with a giant cock is not always 
You'll blast offito.a new © | pleasant; it can even be painful. Besides, most 


women don't care about penis size. It’s the feeling 
and attitude each person brings to the experience 
that counts. If you look at yourself as a performer, 
you're bound to fail regardless of the size of your 
penis. If, on the other hand, you relax, forget your 
hang-ups and go with your feelings, you'll be one 


geal Into the fon pe SOX A ii iis of the world’s better lovers. 
re hat lone dion page. HLH Instead of consulting a urologist, we suggest 
/, things ding esiconge EVERYBODY gets frat nm you see a sex therapist to help you overcome your 


PizvaGirts | ier, you'd. Dettak HO serecll embarrassment over the size of your penis. Call or 
peters is more than | epept ; write to the Kentucky Medical Association 

; ; ; (3532 Ephraim McDowell Drive, Louisville, 

Kentucky 40205; telephone: 502-459-9790) 
and request a list of certified sex therapists in 


your area. 


Fire When Ready: I am a 19-year-old man 


. - who has just started having sex, and because 
Sound I am so young and inexperienced I have 
| Please send me $4995 $6495 HU180 | y gS iv : 
Subtotal trouble controlling my ejaculation. Some- 
| The Devil in Miss Jones #195 etek aisa’ Ge ; 
| $8x Wortd #9100 Ohio residents sales tox times I even come during foreplay. I would 
Hot & Saucy Pizza Giris #479 ss pee apse RecA —zi=— | | like to be able to satisfy a woman before I 
are asap as ey aS st TOTAL come. I’m sure that as I get older, my control 
Deep Throat = ill i ? 
| Candy Stripers rot06 evict ir coil sulla de cc nc will improve, but what can I do for now? 
accepted) or charge to my (VISA L] MASTER CHARGE —R.L. 
| Please Print | | Waverly, Minnesota 
| I. a ee ea Interbent No Exp. Date | 
| ayes | With time and experience it’s very likely that 
| Adcress fat oN PO! BOR 46508 | | Jour control will improve. Meanwhile, don’t 
Columbus, Ohio 43216 isfvi 
| City State. Zip Li Canadian customers write for | worry about satisfying Jour partner before you 
| prices and service to | | come. Ejaculating once doesn’t mean your sexual 
| WeaCode} Phone Ne Date ee En ste j | activity has come to a halt. Continue playing 
l= =a — Montreal. Quebec H2x 3Ww4 with her—use a vibrator on her, masturbate her 
nature om o' toge. : ° soe 
| All orders Caceey packaged og progeny no ier stephen aid dairies spre rate Hoge rag peri Dicaend or apleco dfn ethan sr re mabe | (paying special attention to her clitoris) or get 
v i" ine rn ™ thin vv i} ; iy ; : ; 
| SCI AA. pick read mops eg ep ote 
robably satisfy your lady, and t e ready for 
ace ce es se — p 
some seconds yourself. 2 
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Five years ago, when I 
became editor of a reader- 
written sex tabloid (Califor- 
nia Sun), I discovered that 
classified sex ads aren’t 
always what they seem to be. 
I also discovered that a 
much larger range of people 
use them than I'd previously 
imagined. 

In my year at the Sun I 
came to view such papers as 
hobby magazines for those 
whose chief interest is sex. I 
came to think of the readers, 
advertisers and shameless 
letter-writers as “sex fans” — 
devotees who not only like 
to read and write about sex, 
but who also are eager to 
trade in pictures and rare 
porn books. And many of 
them use the pages of the sex 
tabloids to meet each other 
so they can get together for 
plain and fancy fucking and 
sucking. 

Two myths about classi- 
fied sex ads are believed by 
people who have never tried 
them. The first is that 
they’re only for people who 
are too desperate or too 
timid or inept to get laid any 
other way. The second is 
that they’re all rip-offs. Nei- 
ther of these beliefs is true. 

By and large, the people 
who genuinely want to meet 
others for sex are just plain 
horny folks looking for 
adventure. However, lurk- 
ing among the plain folks 
like sharks among surfers are 
a multitude of hookers, 
hawkers and rip-off artists. If 
you’re a sex fan and a poten- 
tial ad-answerer, it’s impera- 
tive that you know how to distinguish 
the sharks from the “real people.” It’s 
also important to keep in mind that 
these ads generally work better for cou- 
ples than they do for single men. 

Let’s look at some representative ads 
and analyze their characteristics. One of 
the first sex tabloids (and still the most 
famous) is Al Goldstein’s Screw (P.O. 
Box 432, Old Chelsea Station, New 
York, New York 10011). Eleven full 
pages of a recent issue were assigned to 
the section that Screw calls “The Body 
Shop” —a section unabashedly devoted 
to ads from hookers, escort services and 
masseuses. Screw is careful to print the 
following warning above the first ad, 
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mae By 


Illustration by Bette Levine 


Many sexual pleasures have remained hidden for too long behind the 
doors of fear, ignorance, inexperience and hypocrisy. In keeping with 
HUSTLER’s belief that the repression of natural and healthy 
urges is physically and emotionally damaging, we present this series of 
informative articles to increase your sexual knowledge, to lessen your 
inhibitions and—ultimately—to make you a much better lover. 


ECHONATE,, 
sincere, 
emotionally healthy, 


INFORMATION 


by Jack Owen Jardine 


and it’s a warning that should be 
heeded: “The publisher accepts no 
responsibility for form or content of ads 
appearing in this section. Readers re- 
sponding to any ad listed here do so at 
their own risk.” 

The placement of the ads in this sec- 
tion, the warning and the wording of 
most of the invitations—all are clear 
signs that the advertiser wants to sell you 
something. Here’s a typical ad: “THE 
$40 GAL SAYS...COME AS MANY 
TIMES AS YOU LIKE (WITHIN 3/4 OF 
AN HOUR). WE SPEAK ALL LAN- 
GUAGES—FRENCH, GREEK & 
ENGLISH!!! LADIES NEEDED.” This 
one couldn’t be any clearer: You’re 


given the price, the time lim- 
it and a coded listing of ser- 
vices (see glossary) implying 
oral sex, anal sex and bond- 
age and discipline. 

But some hookers attempt 
to camouflage their inten- 
tions. For instance, a call girl 
in California ran this ad 
recently in the L.A. Star 
(6381 Hollywood Boulevard, 
#207, Los Angeles, Califor- 
nia 90028): EXECUTIVES: 
ARE YOU SEXUALLY UN- 
DERNOURISHED? LET ME 
BE YOUR LADY OF PLEA- 
SURE WEEKDAY AFTER- 
NOONS. DESIRES & S.A.S.E. 
TO DARLENE, P.O. BOX **+, 
NORTH HOLLYWOOD. 

The test question to ask 
yourself when reading an ad 
like this is, “What does she 
want to get out of it?” The 
only reasonable answer in 
Darlene’s case is money. She 
addresses her pitch to 
“executives,” implying men 
who have money to burn, 
and she expresses no per- 
sonal sexual preferences. By 
contrast, “real people” seek- 
ing amateur encounters are 
usually a lot pickier. They 
tend to specify age range, 
marital status, figure type, 
sexual activity desired and 
whether or not they’ll make 
it with smokers, dopers, 
boozers or fat people. They 
usually don’t print their 
telephone numbers (for 
obvious reasons) and often 
disguise their location fur- 
ther by referring answerers 
to a box number or to the 
magazine itself, which (for a 
fee) will forward the reply. 

“The Body Shop” pages of Screw are 
followed by another section called “‘Car- 
nal Classifieds.” At first glance this 
would seem to be the place to look for 
amateur encounters with sincere people. 
In the same issue that featured the ad 
from the “$40 Gal,” for instance, there 
appeared the following item: “B/M, 5’8", 
160 LBS., SEEKING FEMALE, LOVE 
MAIN GOAL. I LIKE FR./GR. & 
STRAIGHT (ANY RACE). ’LL BE OUT 
SOON. MY INTERESTS ARE ART, 
BODYBUILDING, MARTIAL ARTS. 
PHOTO PLEASE. WRITE TO «--, 
RAHWAY, N.J.07065.” 

It’s likely that the “B/M” (black male) 
in question, currently incarcerated in 
JANUARY 
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Rahway State Prison (note the phrase 
“T’ll be out soon...”), meant exactly 
what he wrote. He’s going to be looking 
for a loving woman when he hits the 
street, and I sincerely hope he finds her. 
But a little way down the page in the 
same “Carnal Classifieds” you’d have 
found this one: “GET A SOUVENIR 
FROM ME; 22-YEAR-OLD COED IN 
NEED OF HELP WILL ANSWER YOUR 
GENEROSITY WITH HER INTIMATE 
PHOTOS, HER PANTIES, HER LOVE. 
WRITE TO ***, P.O. BOX ***, BROOK- 
LYN, NEW YORK 11215.” 

The key word here is “generosity,” a 
surefire tip-off that the only interest of 
this advertiser is to take you for as much 
of your hard-earned loot as possible. It’s 
also a reasonable bet that the person 
who placed the ad is: (a) not 22 years 
old; (b) not a coed; (c) not in need of 
help; (d) not female; and (e) not even a 
person, but a sleazy mail-order rip-off 
outfit. You may possibly receive the 
photos and soiled panties if you send 
enough money, but one thing you defi- 
nitely won’t receive is “love.” 

There’s really no foolproof way to 
keep such sharks out of the classified 
columns, although readers who’ve been 


Classified ads are charged for by the 
word or by the line. To keep costs 
down, the following abbreviations are 
commonly used: 


AC/DC or Bi: Bisexual; enjoys sex 
with people of either gender. 

B&D: Bondage and discipline, or in- 
terested in tying up, being tied up, 
and active or passive flagellation 
(whipping). 

B/M, B/W: Black male, woman. 
English Culture: Active or passive 
flagellation. 

F/F: Fist-fucking; penetration of the 
anus by clenched fist. 

French Culture: Oral-genital sex. 
G/E: Golden enema; giving or 
receiving urine enemas. 

Generous: Willing to spend money. 
Greek Culture: Anal sex, with 
penetration by penis. 

G/S: Golden showers; pissing on 
your partner or being pissed on. 
G/T: Genital torture. 

J/O: Jacking-off (masturbating) with 
partner. 

‘m’: masochist. 

P&P: Photograph and telephone 
number required as a condition 
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burned can attempt to save other 
readers from the same fate by writing to 
the paper with their complaints. Enough 
of these, and most publications will 
refuse to run the ad anymore. However, 
the cunning shark at that point merely 
changes his/her name, rents a new P.O. 
box and rewrites the ad, knowing that 
eventually another lonely, lust-crazed 
loser will send in $100 for “bus fare.” 

Yet despite the shark-infested waters 
of the sex tabloids, it is still genuinely 
possible for “real people” to meet each 
other through the classified ads and get 
it on together. Several of the smaller tab- 
loids are essentially reader-written and 
frequently offer free ads in exchange for 
readers’ letters and photos. The L.A. Star 
is one of these, as are Love (166 West 
2ist Street, New York, New York 
10011), California Sun and His & Hers 
(both at 806 East Fourth Place, Los An- 
geles, California 90013). One dollar to 
any of the above will get you a sample 
copy. 

Shirley Eberle, co-founder of the L.A. 
Star, likes to tell the story of “Ducky 
Dave,” a born loser whose letters and 
ads in the Star drew several answers 
from middle-aged ladies. (Ads from 


of continued correspondence. 
Rimming: Oral-anal sex. 

Roman Games: Orgies, or group 
sex with five or more people. 

*S’: Sadist. 

Safe: Vasectomized male (no other 
birth control needed). 

S&M: Sadism and masochism, or in- 
terested in inflicting or receiving pain 
(usually flagellation). Adjectives 
light, mild, heavy or severe narrow it 
down further. 

SASE: Send a self-addressed 
stamped envelope as a condition of 
continued correspondence. 

Scat: Scatology; playing with shit— 
yours or your partner’s (also called 
“Brown Showers”). 

Toilet Slave: Someone who craves 
being pissed or shitted on. 

TS: Transsexual—a person who has 
been surgically altered into a member 
of the opposite sex. 

TV: Transvestite—a man (generally) 
who dresses as a woman. 

Tubing: Getting or giving enemas. 
W/E: Well-endowed or well-hung. 
W/M, W/F: White male, female. 
W/S: Watersports; sexual interest in 
pissing and/or enemas. 


men, Shirley maintains, draw answers 
predominantly from middle-aged 
women and gay men.) But Dave eventu- 
ally began corresponding with a young 
woman from the Philippines who had 
been raped and consequently disowned 
by her family. She answered his ad in 
the Star because she needed a husband, 
and Dave sent for her. When last heard 
from, they were happily married and 
presumably living hornily ever after. 

Not all tabloids print hot readers’ let- 
ters that solicit connections from other 
readers. Screw doesn’t, nor does its sister 
publication Screw West (1655 North 
Cherokee, Suite 410, Hollywood, 
California 90028). They print paid ad- 
vertisements only, as do San Francisco 
Ball (17620 Sherman Way, Van Nuys, 
California 91406), Gold Coast Free Press 
(formerly L.A. Touch—1626 North 
Cherokee, Hollywood, California 
90028) and /mpulse (806 East Fourth 
Place, Los Angeles, California 90013). If 
your tickle is kinkier than most, there’s 
Fetish Times (sample copy $2 from 
B & D Publishing Company, P.O. Box 
7109, Van Nuys, California 91409), 
which prides itself on its gross-out let- 
ters and weirdo-pervo classifieds. 

Following a more conventional maga- 
zine format, a basically honest national 
classified/correspondence service is run 
by Club Adam (8060 Melrose Avenue, 
Los Angeles, California 90046). For 
$3.50 you can obtain a sample copy of 
Club Adam Spotlight (formerly Swingers 
World), containing some 2,000 ads from 
all over the country. “But you’ve got to 
read between the lines,” cautions Editor 
Sean Martin. “Some of these people are 
hookers; some will rip you off; some just 
want to add you to a mailing list. But 
there are a lot of real people in there too. 
We get letters all the time from people 
who tell us Club Adam saved their mar- 
riage.” The organization charges $1 to 
forward each reply to the advertiser. 

No survey of magazines devoted to 
helping sex fans meet each other would 
be complete without mention of the two 
leading classified-ad journals: Seekers 
and Select. Seekers (P.O. Box 5100, Cher- 
ry Hill, New Jersey 08034) has been in 
business for ten years; $5 will get you a 
sample copy. It comes out every 90 days 
and contains 128 pages of photos and 
ads from all over the world. 

Individual copies of Seekers can be 
purchased at adult-book stores, or you 
can subscribe for 18 months for $20. The 
cost of advertising can be as low as 50¢ 
per ad for subscribers, or as high as $2 
for nonsubscribers. Be aware that be- 
cause of the time necessary for collat- 
ing and printing new ads it might take 

(continued on page 129) 
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LEASURE TIME presents the newest repertoire in erotic adventure, introducing the fantastic ORGASMO collection, the latest and 
most technically advanced ideas in sensual pleasure, combined with our outstanding family of quality-crafted therapeutic aids 
The ORGASMO vibrating dildoes are beautifully molded of extra soft, skin-like clinical latex in unbelievable life-like-detail to 


look and feel real. Your satisfaction guaranteed 


#0520 dangle Lore. This one’s on us, free of change, with any order of $25 or more that you send in, or you can 
purchase dungle Love at the regular price. We suggest you begin an evening with 2 or 5 capsules and you probably 
wont need to light a fire to keep warm on any winter night. You might even want to try some to warm up a frigid 
friend. #1759 Latex Double Dong 12” & #0030 18”. 12” of incredibly life-like flexible but solid rubber latex to share with a 
friend. The double dong has a shaping rod embedded to reach that exact bend or curve you need. and it's beautifully 
detailed to look and feel like the real thing. Also available in 18” without the shaping rod. #1101 Plain & #1100 Bectro 
Senora Orgasms, Sensual pleasure and adventure personified molded over 8 1/2” of foamfilled, heat sensitized and the 
most technically advanced extra soft, skin-like latex. The detail is life like night down to tght-rounded balls at the base 
with stimulating clitoral studs and grooves for extra excitement. The Bectro is also a vibrator, complete with variable 
speed controls. #1102 Pneumatic Senora Orgasmo Deluxe and #1105 Regular. Finally. a dildoe that fits perfectly because 
you re in complete control of the size and stiffness you want and need. It's fully pneumatic to fill with air to the “right” 
size, or you can deflate it, roll it up and carry it in your pocket. The detail is supreme over extra soft, skin-like dinical 
latex with ditoral stimuli at the base for added pleasure. The Deluxe model is a vibrator too, complete with remote 
power pack and variable speed controls. #114 inaed Senora Orgasme. An amazing pleasure breakthrough with the 
most life-like, silky smooth moveable foreskin, This one and only uncircumcised dildoe provides the same “gasping” 
sensation as the real thing and comes complete with variable speed controls on a remote power pack for fast and 
slow vibrations over its entire 8 1/2” length. #1106 Magic Massager. The ultimate stimulator unlike anything on today's 
market. Fully electric to plug into any outlet, this therapeutically designed vibrator has a 2-speed control to give you 
up to 5,000 to 6,000 penetrating vibrations per minute. It's a sleek 12” long with a flexible vibrating head fully 
protected by washable sponge and vinyl that will give the deepest possible relaxing penctration. #1108 Paeamatic Leve 
‘be A precision vibrator for him made of the very softest dinical rubber that dings on the inside and fits around the 
penis. Its complete with variable speed controls and a hand pump that gets you up, keeps you hard and allows your 
love tube to expand or become tight as you like it 

The battery-powered vibrator is the most popular therapeutic aid ever, and for many good reasons. Its vibrations 
are gentle, yet sensually penetrating. And it has stimulated millions to cultivate their orgasmic potential by awakening 
the many sexual erogenous zones which have been either ignored or left sleeping. Whatever your pleasure size, we 
have it with varying pulsations encased in clinically-tested plastic that's washable and easy to dean. Batteries included 
#0242 Deluxe 7” Vibrator. Man-sized, yet personal. It features a sleek tapered design for the quietest, deepest penetration 
possible. #0252 Bite 10” Vibrator The “Rolls Royce of vibrators” which produces the most incredibly powerful 
vibrations possible for effective, unbelievable sensations to every inch of your body. #0250 Mini Vibrater, Four 
marvelous inches to vibrate, penetrate and caress every single orifice and the perfect companion to complete your 
vibrator collection. #0244 Chreme Sepreme Vibrater. 7 1/2” of vibrating dass with a special chrome-plated tip that slides 
over wetness to bring you uncontrollable ecstasy and excitement. Complete with variable speeds. this one is distinctive 
looking and feels even better. 
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HAKEEM ABDUL 


RASHEED 


For two years an astonishingly cocksure 
young black preacher in Oakland, 
California, has been making more 
money and more women than an ordi- 
nary man could put away in a hundred 
lifetimes. He calls himself the Reverend 
Doctor Hakeem Abdul Rasheed, and 
law-enforcement authorities in the San 
Francisco Bay Area say the church he 
founded in 1977 may be responsible for 
one of the biggest swindles in history—a 
multimillion-dollar scam with thou- 
sands of victims stretched halfway 
around the world, from the Philippines 
across the United States to Europe. 

“Dare to be rich!” Hakeem shouted at 
the reporters who dogged his steps in 
courthouse corridors he’d walked count- 
less times since prosecutors decided to 
mount an all-out attack on his allegedly 
fraudulent, felonious scheme. 

Television cameras whirred and lights 
blazed as the black clergyman beamed, 
shucked, jived and strutted like a 
peacock. “The Church of Hakeem is 
here today and here to stay!” he boasted, 
flashing the victory sign and darting 
into his silver Cadillac limousine. 
Athletic, handsome as a movie star, daz- 
zling in diamonds and gold, Hakeem 
sped away to a posh sanctuary —his 102- 
foot yacht (soon to be seized by the 
IRS), berthed at Fisherman’s Wharf. 
There he counted his money. 

In 1978 alone, investigators allege, he 
ripped off $22 million from some 6,000 
members of the Oakland-based Church 
of Hakeem, with the assistance of his 
frequent companion, voluptuous, coffee- 
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skinned Janice Phillips, the statuesque 
daughter of Dutch and Zulu parents. 
Hakeem and Phillips are accused of 
operating a spectacular borrow-from- 
Peter-to-pay-Paul scam commonly 
known as the Ponzi scheme, named after 
the granddaddy of 20th-century con 
men, Charles Ponzi. Around the time of 
President Wilson, Ponzi took an esti- 
mated 20,000 people in the Boston area 
for $10 million. 

But official estimates of the Church of 
Hakeem’s purported theft may be too 
conservative. According to Hakeem’s 
jilted lovers, $80 million is actually miss- 
ing. “He’s stashing money away,” the 
preacher’s onetime personal secretary, 
Olga Saladores, said. ‘“He’s already 
made two or three trips to the Bahamas, 
and I truly believe he has millions 
stashed there—or elsewhere.” Added 
former church security chief Paige 
Sargent: “Hakeem and Janice are wear- 
ing Fort Knox on their fingers and 
necks, and I’ve heard him say he wants 
to purchase an island.” 

Early in 1979, said Saladores, Ha- 
keem asked her to prepare a list of his 
acquisitions since late 1978, in response 
to a federal grand jury’s demand for an 
inventory of church property. “There 
was a $1.7-million yacht,” she recalled, 
“a $125,000 Rolls-Royce, a $10,000 
mink coat for his mother, two $10,000 
mink coats for himself, a $4,000 mink 
coat for Janice and an $8,000 five-carat 
marquise diamond ring for himself.” 

He’s also said to have acquired a siz- 
able harem. “I lived with him at the very 
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beginning,’ remembered Saladores. 
“One time I came home and got in bed 
and there was another woman in bed 
with him. But I didn’t know, because 
the lights were out. He goes from one to 
another. Most women put on their best 
and sit in the front row at church meet- 
ings. He picks one out and spends the 
night with her. 

“He’s a delightful lover,” she added 
wistfully. 

“He’s kinky,” said another woman 
spitefully. 

“T see lots of women strolling on and 
off his yacht. I want to go on too,” said 
another hopefully. 

“T deserve the best the universe has to 
offer—it’s mine!”” Hakeem told a fever- 
ish gathering of the faithful at one of the 
church’s weekly ‘‘celebrations’’— 
religious services mixing lightweight 
Christian revivalism with some power of 
positive thinking. ‘““My personal goal is 
to be the youngest billionaire in the 
world. Another goal of mine is to make 
10,000 millionaires.” One thousand peo- 
ple cheered and stamped their feet. On 
command they shouted: “I love you, 
Hakeem!’’...‘‘My cup runneth 
over!’’...‘**Crisp, green and 
clean!” ... “I got it!” 

That same night an observer counted 
$27,000 in pledges to the church in one 
five-minute stretch. But if it had been a 
typical celebration, about ten times that 
amount would have been pledged before 
the evening was over, according to 
investigators. A week later the church’s 
31-year-old spiritual leader, wearing a 
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full-length mink coat and looking like 
the cat that ate the canary, drove 
through Oakland in a new Rolls-Royce 
Corniche. 

Until federal investigators began 
meddling in his church’s affairs, 
Hakeem was able to operate with daring 
simplicity. Anyone who paid an en- 
rollment fee—which had grown from 
$25 to $500 by December 1978, when 
Hakeem was at the height of his 
popularity —was permitted to call him- 
self or herself a “minister” and make 
unlimited “donations” to the church, a 
bona fide ecclesiastic organization 
registered with the State of California. 

In 70 days to nine months—depend- 
ing on the size of subsequent dona- 
tions—400% “increases of God” were 
returned to donating ministers. “Letters 
of increase” were mailed to ministers 
whose time had come, informing them 
that a bundle of green joy with their 
name on it was waiting for them at 
Hakeem’s office. 

Throughout 1978 there were dozens 
of stories about $25,000 windfalls and 
early retirements. Elderly people mort- 
gaged their homes to get in on the ac- 
tion. An elite group of high-rolling 
“ministers” plunked down $56,000 
apiece to join Hakeem’s “Rich Living 
Foundation,” a kind of gilt-edged con- 
sumers’ co-op that purportedly gave its 
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members “buying power” of more than 
$1 million. 

Word that the church was a sure route 
to sudden wealth spread through the 
Bay Area; by early winter it had reached 
Los Angeles, San Diego and other 
California cities, which sprouted 
Church of Hakeem “parishes” of their 
own, led by other ambitious young men 
with the gift of gab. But Hakeem 
remained the Pope, and his $7,500-a- 
month office in Oakland was his 
Vatican. 

In the beginning local law-enforce- 
ment officials just sat back and watched it 
all, waiting for the bubble to burst. 
Their hands were tied because no one 
had gotten burned and, consequently, 
no one had gone crying to a district at- 
torney. Nor did ministers question the 
true source of their increases. Asked 
where the money came from— Hakeem 
doesn’t have a license to sell securities or 
make investments on behalf of others— 
the artful clergymen pointed toward 
heaven. Some ministers were informed 
that Hakeem was quietly making 
shrewd investments abroad, but, 
investigators claimed, that explanation 
didn’t hold water either. 

It had to be a Ponzi scheme, the 
authorities insisted. And it had to col- 
lapse, because Ponzis are mathematical 
nonsense. Hakeem would have to suck 


in every person in the world again and 
again and again, ad infinitum, to stay 
ahead of the game. When he ran out of 
new ministers—whose donations, 
officials theorized, were used to pay 
fourfold returns to earlier members 
while keeping himself living high on the 
hog—he’d split the country, leaving be- 
hind thousands of empty-handed peo- 
ple, many of them too old or too poor or 
too dumb to ever recover. 

Typically, the Ponzi scheme is much 
like a chain letter. Early investors are 
paid off with donations from ones who 
are in turn paid off with donations from 
still later investors—and so on and so 
on, into the realm of mathematical 
impossibility and inevitable failure. But 
for the operator who plans his scheme 
well, there is success. He has only to opt 
out with a suitcaseful of money before 
the ruse reaches its breaking point. 

The “interest” Hakeem returned to 
early investors was indeed greater than 
their original “donations” had been, but 
authorities said this was easy to explain. 
If Hakeem had, say, five people to pay 
off, they suggested, he would have to 
find six new suckers...then seven 
... then eight.... No wonder he was 
reaching halfway around the world! 

In January 1979, however, the Inter- 
nal Revenue Service seized Hakeem’s 
yacht, in addition to $921,000 deposited 
under his name in 11 Bay Area bank ac- 
counts. The IRS said the liens were for 
Hakeem’s anticipated 1978 taxes. While 
protesting loudly that he was the victim 
of a law-enforcement conspiracy, the 
preacher reluctantly informed his 
ministers that the IRS action had inter- 
rupted the flow of manna from heaven. 
He asked them to “recycle” their dona- 
tions, calling it a “pause for the cause.” 
But some ministers called it a rip-off and 
went to the police. 

“T had one person who said he had 
$43,000 due,” an Oakland investigator 
reported. “That money has been re- 
donated three times, and now this man 
wants to get it out.” By April the same 
investigator could say, “I have a folder- 
ful of complaints.” By late May indict- 
ments had been handed down by a 
federal grand jury. Hakeem Abdul 
Rasheed (born Clifford Jones) faced a 
possible 50 years in prison and a $26,000 
fine for alleged mail fraud, obstruction 
of justice, perjury and interstate trans- 
portation of goods taken by fraud. 
Janice Phillips, the church’s vice-presi- 
dent and “enlightenment coordinator,” 
faced up to 40 years and a $20,000 fine. 


Clifford Jones (a/k/a Hakeem Abdul 
Rasheed) was born October 20, 1948, in 
(continued on page 48) 


“Are you ready for Mass yet, Father?” 


beavers here on their rig. Things are smokin'—and that’s a big 10-4. 
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Detroit—the son of a railroad worker. 
Hakeem claims he quickly demon- 
strated a remarkable mental ability that 
remained unharnessed to a worthy 
object until, at the age of 11, he dis- 
covered an inner calling to teach others 
about the spiritual life. That didn’t stop 
him from getting intensely involved on 
the physical plane though. By his final 
year of high school Hakeem was playing 
football well enough to be offered a 
scholarship to Purdue University. 

He had a fine time at Purdue. Count- 
less women learned, firsthand, just how 
persuasive he could be. And he was the 
center of attention among the campus’s 
small group of black jocks. “He had the 
kind of personality that seemed to mag- 
netize people,” said a onetime member 
of Hakeem’s circle at the university. 

But he didn’t fare as well on the grid- 
iron. Small for the game, Hakeem never 
could break into the Boilermakers’ start- 
ing backfield. When he tried for a letter 
in track, it was denied. He made a stink 
over the rebuff, but the university’s 
athletic board upheld the physical- 


education department’s decision. “He 
was trying to get something he didn’t 
deserve. I didn’t particularly like him,” 
said his former college track coach. 


He left Purdue in 1970 with a psy- 
chology degree. Some classmates went 
on to pro-sports careers, and Hakeem is 
said to have wanted that for himself as 
well. But he wasn’t good enough—and 
although a few acquaintances thought 
he had a talent for show business, he 
never took a stab at that either. All he 
had was brains, good looks, a golden 
tongue and an exceptional talent for 
making people pay attention to him. 

Hakeem’s life between 1970 and 1976 
is something of a mystery, even to his 
closest associates. It was around this 
time, however, that he became involved 
with the Black Muslims and assumed 
the name Hakeem Abdul Rasheed. He 
once told a gathering of ministers that 
there had been a time when money 
“whispered” to him, when he owned a 
car so old “they gave me Roman 
numerals for license plates.” 

But it was only an exercise in self- 
glorification—the kind of psychological 
manipulation the late Peoples Temple 
leader Jim Jones practiced so well. 
Hakeem wanted people to believe he 
had the world by the balls. What would 
his followers think if they found out that 
he’d actually hustled for years, going 
from door to door in California with a 
pink suitcase in his hand, trying to talk 
fat women into purchasing oversized 
brassieres? 
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Hakeem came to the attention of Bay 
Area law-enforcement officials for the 
first time in 1976, as the operator of a 
psychologically oriented weight-reduc- 
tion clinic called Fat Clearing. A woman 
who couldn’t shed pounds under Ha- 
keem’s guidance went to the local DA’s 
fraud investigators; a check with the 
California Board of Medical Quality 
Assurance showed that he was practic- 
ing psychology without a license. After 
less than a year in business Fat Clearing 
shut down. 

Hakeem was back on his feet in a mat- 
ter of months. In March 1977 he filed 
incorporation papers for the Church of 
Hakeem. All it cost was the $20 it takes 
to obtain a mail-order Doctor of 
Divinity degree from the Universal Life 
Church, and the rent for San Francisco 
Bay Area meeting halls large enough to 
accommodate the souls he planned to 
save—and the pockets he planned to 
line, in addition to his own. By early 
1978 the money was rolling in. 

“T heard about it through a friend,” 
recalled an employee of the San Fran- 
cisco Bay Area Urban League, a civic 
group promoting the interests of blacks. 
“I was curious. Hakeem talks about 
money, and everybody needs money. 
Where does it come from? I have no 
idea. But I distrust the government and 
newspapers more than I do the Church 
of Hakeem.” 

That was a typical reaction. But some 
went further. Thirty-two-year-old 
minister Russell Grisham, for example: 
“The money comes from God,” he re- 
marked in complete seriousness. 
Grisham claimed he has made $10,000 
already and expects $50,000 more. 

And so it went. Word of mouth. Big 
bucks. Blind faith. No one ever stopped 
to say, “Hey, wait a minute. This doesn’t 
make sense.” 

What was Hakeem Abdul Rasheed 
telling his followers? 

To find out, reporters began sneaking 
into celebrations. Powerful-looking six- 
foot ushers checked everyone at the 
door, and when they said, “No big bags, 
backpacks, cameras or tape recorders,” 
arguing seemed unwise. 

In Oakland one night, two speakers 
preceded Hakeem. First came “Bishop” 
Leroy Carlton Bryant, a wiry, energetic 
man who established a Church of 
Hakeem parish in Los Angeles. Bryant 
burst onto the stage as if shot from a 
cannon, a long red-satin scarf trailing 
from his neck. “Wow! Just look around 
you! Yeah!” he shouted at the usual 
racially mixed, middle-class crowd of 
young and old, men and women. There 

(continued on page 54) 


“| said | was hoping for a white Christmas—!/ didn't say | was a fanatic about it!” 


FIFTH ANNUAL 


UNBIASED 


CONSUMER'S 
GUIDE TO 


MEN'S MAGAZINES 


BY AL GOLDSTEIN 


1 Goldstein is publisher of Screw, the pioneering porn tabloid headquartered in New York City. Like 
HUSTLER Publisher Larry Flynt, Goldstein has put his ass on the line many times to protect your First 
Amendment rights to read what you want without interference from bureaucrats or bluenoses. 

Al is the perfect person to write our annual review of men’s magazines. As publisher of Screw for 11 
years he has kept up-to-date on all aspects of the sex-publishing business—from the erotic value of photography 
to the subtleties of editorial content to the intricacies of producing and publishing such periodicals. He is not 
only an expert in the field on a professional basis but also a true connoisseur of sex publications. 

When we choose Goldstein or anyone else to write our annual review, we expect to get some opinions with 
which we disagree. Goldstein’s review is no exception. But this is, in fact, an unbiased review— meaning that 
Goldstein has written his opinions without editorial interference or censorship from HUSTLER. These are his 
opinions, not ours. Our annual review of men’s magazines is presented as a service to our readers. Here is what Al 


Goldstein has to say: 


For a lot of people the following survey 
of the various men’s magazines will be 
about as useless and ridiculous as a 
survey gauging the quality of the toilet 
paper one wipes across one’s ass. To 
these nonconnoisseurs a clean asshole is 
a clean asshole, toilet paper is toilet 
paper, and a masturbatory mag is a 
masturbatory mag. But as all you 
readers in HUSTLERland know, this 
publication—which Larry Flynt claims 
was born out of his own mind, but which 


his fans realize came out of his asshole— 
has proven that the American public 
will support even the grossest and most 
diverse facets of a publisher’s ego. 

The men’s-magazine field is the single 
most remarkable phenomenon of post- 
war publishing; consider the monstrous 
success of Hugh Hefner’s Playboy em- 
pire, or the even more economically suc- 
cessful enterprises of Penthouse’s Bob 
Guccione, or the outlawish appeal of 
HUSTLER. This is a field in which ap- 
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proximately 20 million magazines are 
sold each month, with a readership of 
about 45 million. 

Even the shoddiest and most disrep- 
utable of men’s titles make money. A 
prime example is Screw, my own illegit- 
imate and deformed child. Started 11 
years ago on a cash investment of $150, 
it is now a burgeoning business that 
annually grosses more than $5 million. 
My own success, however, has been tem- 
pered by the variables and realities of 


the men’s-magazine marketplace. Even 
though Screw is the most successful and 
most imitated men’s title since Hefner’s 
Playboy, it is probably the least available 
because it is too hot and too raunchy for 
widespread distribution. In essence, 
Screw is like the old French erotic post- 
cards that were available only from 
shady street-corner vendors who'd at- 
tract attention with a “Pssst—hey, bud- 
dy!” All of the magazines reviewed here 
fall victim to this injustice to one degree 
or another. 

What are the objectives of this field of 
publishing? If one is to believe the self- 
deception of the major-magazine pub- 
lishers and their public-relations depart- 
ments, these publications are simply and 
totally for entertainment. In several 
cases that may be true, but it nonethe- 
less seems clear that the omission of 
nude women from the major men’s titles 
would result in an immediate drop in 
circulation of between 70% and 80%. 
With respect to many of these maga- 
zines, if the undraped female form were 
dropped, there would be nothing left to 
publish. 

Accepting the premise, then, that a 
significant part of the mission of men’s 
magazines is to provide fodder for our 
masturbatory fantasies, jerk-off poten- 
tial will be my primary criterion for 
evaluating each magazine. However, 
other factors will also be considered, 
such as the quality of the paper stock on 
which the magazine is printed, the 
quality of reproduction, the honesty of 
the magazine, its diversity and literary 
depth, and its journalistic success. 

In other words, men’s magazines are, 
for the most part, like high-priced call 
girls! Their job is to get us off, but the 
complexity of the packaging and the 
overall sexual sophistication are all part 
of the sales process. For many of us, 
however, the packaging is simply the 
sizzle and not the steak. 

Some readers, moreover, need a lot of 
camouflage in their jerk-off material. 
For these people there are magazines 
that are sufficiently euphemistic and 
fashionably packaged for the reader to 
disguise his real intentions. 

As for me, I will be judging the men’s 
magazines on the basis of the total 
package. This means that jerking-off is 
of primary importance, but the avoid- 
ance of routine will also reflect how a 
given magazine rates. 


PENTHOUSE ($2.50 from Penthouse 
International Ltd. 909 Third Avenue, New 
York, New York 10022) For me Penthouse 
is the hottest, horniest and most exciting 
men’s magazine on the market—the 
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“HUSTLER is down-to- 
__—— earth and unpretentious. 
If you want pure, 
unadulterated sex, this 
must be the place.” 


“While some look good 
enough to eat, others 
aren't even good enough 
to eat Alpo.” 


“In the meat- 
magazine market 
Swank is strictly 

stale hamburger.” 


“Beating your meat to one of 
these cold cunts is like dipping 
your wick in Listerine.” 
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“Editorially, this 
magazine is a 
near-total 
washout.” 


___— “Dripping-wet, 
. gaping cunt lips on 
virtually every page.’ 
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“Club 
International’s 
nudes have a 
slightly sleazy 
veneer — they 
almost look like 
former debutantes 
who now give 
* blowjobs in 
dime-house 
massage 
parlors.” 


“The main thrust of 
Club’s prose seems to 
be humor and off-the- 
wall fantasy.” 


“The soft-core hetero and 
lesbo couple spreads are 
horny enough to overcome 
their inherently faked 


quality.” pe 


“A dry hump in 

the backseat of a 
Volkswagen—not 
bad, but there are 
better alternatives.” 


“Flash, flash and 
bore more flash—a 
package with even 
more hype than its 
pipe-smoking 
father, Playboy.” 
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“Many of the 
women have fat, 
blobby thighs — 

my number-one 


turn-off.” 


PROFILE: RASHEED 
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was a buzz of excitement. 

“Through your friends, loved ones 
and associates a universal vibratory cor- 
relation got your cheeks in the seats that 
you oc-cu-py!” shouted Bishop Leroy. It 
was thrilling, in an idiotic way. “I think 
from God. I and my Father are ONE! 
Whew!” 

Still a little stunned, the audience 
waited a second or two. Then 1,000 
voices repeated, “Whew!” 

Next he had them saying: “I manifest 
only what I think, and I think of a rich 
life. 7 let go of all bullshit.” One thousand 
people tried to let go of all bullshit. 

Janice Phillips sashayed onto the 
stage. Kittenlike, she purred out a 
charming tale about her timid past, 
when she was afraid to speak before 
crowds as small as 300. But that was all 
behind her now, she said. Phillips thrust 
her chest toward the audience and put 
her lips close to the microphone. “I am 
God!” she cried. “I am God! I am God!” 

Indeed. A black Adonis regally 
crossed the stage as she spoke. It was the 
man of God, in a white suit with a red 
carnation. The audience stood. “I love 
you, Hakeem!” 1,000 adult men and 
women bellowed. 

“How sweet it is! How sweet it is!” he 


responded. “I feel good! I feel great! I 
feel terrific!” The audience repeated his 
chant. 

“When you're full of the money feel- 
ing,” he continued, “you possess wealth 
in such a way that if you take it out of 
this pocket” — Hakeem slapped the right 
side of his expensive suit, and the spot- 
lights caught a large diamond ring on 
his finger—“‘it appears in this pocket.” 
He slapped his left side. 

“But,” he warned the crowd, his but- 
tery voice thickening with solemnity, 
“you can’t exercise that kind of think- 
ing if you hold on to past disappoint- 
ments—what I call stinkin’ thinkin’.” 
Hakeem then rattled off a list of af- 
flictions he attributes to ‘stinkin’ 
thinkin’,” including tuberculosis, dia- 
betes, cancer, hemorrhoids, constipation 
and asthma. 

It was an amazing performance. He 
was talking patent nonsense, but no one 
cared. They knew about the pot of gold 
at the end of Hakeem’s rainbow of 
rhetoric. 

“Money-praising tends to free and 
cleanse the mind,” he said. Three 
choruses of “Money loves to fill my 
bank accounts” ensued, followed by 
three choruses of “Crisp, green and 
clean!”’ And finally two choruses of “I 
got it!” 

He paced the stage for more than an 


“No virgins can be found. Would you settle for a gal 
who tried it and didn't like it?” 
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hour, slashing the air with his hands, 
strutting and boasting his own “enlight- 
enment.” Then the high point of the 
evening arrived. Hakeem asked for 
donations, promising an increase of God 
to those who believed. Twenty-four peo- 
ple pledged $1,000 apiece. Two pledged 
$500. Two pledged $200. Ten, $100. 
Five, $50. Four, $25. And one shame- 
faced man pledged ten bucks. 

“At thé end of the celebration,” in- 
structed Hakeem, “place your check or 
cash in the basket in the money room.” 
He pointed toward a small door leading 
out of the auditorium and waved good- 
bye. A minister dressed as Santa Claus 
took Hakeem’s place onstage. Nine 
names were read off and nine people in 
the audience squealed in delight, know- 
ing they were to receive letters of in- 
crease. Meanwhile, 48 people rushed 
toward the money room, eager to throw 
a few more logs onto the fire. 

Hakeem stoutly defends himself 
against the attacks of skeptics outside 
his church by referring them to a little 
green book entitled Seed Money in Action, 
by one Jon P. Speller, D.D. Seed Money 
makes essentially one point: If you want 
to get bucks, you’ve got to give them first. 
“In... using money to bless, help or aid 
your fellow beings,” it says, “you have 
not only the right and the privilege, but 
you have also the duty of claiming from 
the Infinite a... money return.” The 
86-page tract is sold at the church office, 
in addition to color photos of Hakeem 
and taped sermons with titles such as 
“Richer Faster” and “Expect the Best.” 

For a surprisingly long time things 
went smoothly and the church’s fame 
spread. A San Francisco Police Depart- 
ment fraud investigator who worked on 
the case for months finally threw his 
hands up in despair. “I did everything I 
could to get a prosecution going,” he 
complained, “but the DA said I didn’t 
have enough evidence.” The problem 
was, there weren’t any victims. 

What few knew at the time (October 
1978) was that a federal grand jury in 
San Francisco had secretly begun an 
investigation. 

On the night of November 29, 1978, 
the church was rocked by the first in a 
series of events that would bring it to a 
near-standstill. That night Hakeem and 
Phillips returned to the preacher’s yacht 
carrying two ziplocked canvas bags 
filled with donations, Four men in ski 
masks and jogging suits burst into his 
stateroom. A shot was fired and the bags 
were taken, along with $15,000 in jewel- 
ry. Two hours later Hakeem called the 
police, claiming he didn’t know how 

(continued on page 78) 
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“I love Christmas,” says 21-year-old Toni, a native 

of Southern California who loves to spend the 
winter months in the snow of the High Sierra. “The 
wild sensation of the wind and snow whipping my 
face makes me feel free and alive,” she adds. “And 
Tm $0 exhilarated after a day on the slopes that I 
have to go down to the lodge and get loose.”’ Fre- 
quently that means a warm drink by a roaring fire 
and an even hotter time in her room with the man of 

the moment. “ ee 

4 “The thing I like most abou “Christmas is giv- 
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man having trouble with premature ejaculation con- 
sulted a sex therapist, who listened attentively to the 
man’s tale of woe and then made a suggestion. To 
keep from thinking about his problem, the man 
should imagine himself as a star halfback running for a game- 
winning touchdown. The therapist asked him to try this tech- 
nique and return in a week for further consultation. 

At the next session the therapist inquired how the football 
fantasy had worked. 

“Not very well,” the man responded unhappily. 

“Why?” the therapist asked. 

“T fumbled.” 


An old lady sitting in a rocking chair was suddenly confronted 
by a Fairy Godmother who 
offered her three wishes. The 
old woman thought for a 
moment and said, “I’d like 
my rocking chair to be made 
of gold.” The Fairy God- 
mother waved her magic 
wand, and the chair became 
solid gold. 

“T also want to be a beau- 
tiful woman of 21.” With a 
wave of the wand the old 
woman was transformed into 
a ravishing beauty of 21. 

“My third and final wish,” 
said the now-beautiful 
young woman, “is that the 
old cat in the corner become 
a handsome young man.” 
And so the cat was suddenly 
changed into a tall, dark and 
handsome young man. 

The young man then ap- 
proached the young beauty, 
held her softly in his arms 
and whispered in her ear, 
“Now I bet you’re sorry you 
had me fixed!” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary 
defines true love as: an injec- 
tion with affection to the 
midsection by a projection 
without objection. 


Three mice found a bottle of 
wine and proceeded to get 
completely wasted. The first 
mouse started telling the 
others how he was going to Washington and tell the President 
to get screwed. The second, not to be outdone, boasted how he 
planned to go to Iran and tell them what they could do with 
their oil. The third little mouse thought for a moment and 
said, “You guys ain’t shit. I’m going upstairs to fuck the cat!” 


The tightfisted old farmer had worked around animals all his 
life, so when his new wife was about to have a baby he told the 
doctor, “I can deliver it as good as you and save some money.” 

A couple of weeks later the farmer called the doctor and 
said, “Well, the wife just had a little boy.” 

“Is everything all right?” the doctor asked. 

“Yeah,” the old farmer replied, “but I had a helluva time 
gettin’ her to eat the afterbirth.” 
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and if you think 
that’s funny... 


A couple of Polacks were sitting on a tractor and mow- 
ing a field of hay when one of them fell off and had his ear 
chopped off by the tractor blade. The other one stopped the 
machine, and together the two men searched the ground for 
the missing ear. Twenty minutes later one yelled to the other, 
“Hey, ain’t this your ear laying here?” 

The other Polack ran over and looked at the bloody ear on 
the ground. “Naw, that can’t be mine. Mine had a pencil 
stuck behind it!” 


Two newlyweds were too shy to say the word fuck, so they 
agreed to use the word wash instead. 

One night the fellow rolled over and said, “Honey, let’s do 
the wash tonight.” His wife told him she had a headache. 

A few hours later she 
awoke and started feeling 
guilty about having turned 
her husband down. So she 
awakened him and asked, 
“Darling, do you still want 
to do the wash?” 

Sleepily he replied, “No, 
thanks, sweetheart. It was a 
small load; I just did it by 
hand.” 


When Charlie found out his 
teenage son was making it 
with everything in skirts, he 
gave the kid a box of rub- 
bers and warned him, “The 
way you’re screwing around, 
you’re gonna catch a disease. 
I want you to put on a fresh 
one of these each time so 
you'll be protected.” 

The boy opened the box, 
counted the 12 sheaths and 
replied, “This is real nice of 
you, Pop, but what about 
tomorrow night?” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary 
defines macho as: putting on 
sneakers and jogging home 
right after a vasectomy. 


As little Tommy’s mother 
was tucking him into bed, 
her big tits fell out of her 
blouse while she bent over to 
kiss him good-night. The 
next day the boy asked his 
father what those things were on his mother’s chest. 

“Those are balloons,” the father replied, “so when Mommy 
dies we can blow them up and she'll float right up to heaven.” 

Several weeks later Tommy’s dad was outside working on 
his lawn when Tommy ran screaming up to him. ““Mommy’s 
dying! Mommy’s dying!” the child shrieked. 

“What do you mean?” the father inquired. 

“Uncle Henry’s inside blowing on Mommy’s balloons, and 
all she can say is, ‘Oh, God, I’m coming!” 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If you’ve heard a gut- 


buster lately, how about sending it our way? Submit your joke on a file 
card, mailed in a sealed envelope, to: HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century 
Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067. If your joke is 
selected, we'll send you $25. Sorry, we can’t return submissions. Gy 


“You're fickle. First you say you want to add more v 
sex life—then when! do, you get pissed!” 
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much money had been stolen. 

The police were baffled. Didn’t an or- 
ganization handling such large sums of 
money keep records? They began to 
suspect that Hakeem had had himself 
ripped off to cover a whopping embez- 
zlement of ministers’ donations. Despite 
repeated police requests for duplicates 
of the receipts given to donating 
ministers, the church dragged its heels 
for weeks. Hakeem argued that it would 
be improper to divulge ministers’ names. 

Frustrated and angry, the police final- 
ly swore out a search warrant. Just be- 
fore Christmas a dozen Oakland officers 
swept through Hakeem’s office, seizing 
5,000 documents. It was open war at 
last. By early January 1979 police were 
saying $353,000 had been stolen on 
November 29—not to mention an addi- 
tional half-million dollars from an earlier 
robbery Hakeem never reported. 

“Tf all this money and all these 
records are taken, what about the people 
expecting an increase?” police Lieu- 
tenant Harold Mijanovich asked, 
scarcely concealing his glee. “This could 
prove interesting.” 

January 1979 must have been the 
cruelest month for Hakeem, even 
though federal indictments still were 
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four months away. On the fourth, Los 
Angeles police announced that an 
investigation of Hakeem’s L.A. parish 
was under way. 

The next day San Diego police 
pounced on three church members, 
including a Reverend Magre Taalamu. 
They were arrested on conspiracy 
charges covering grand theft and fraud, 
and “The Rev. T.” was also charged 
with conspiring to sell securities without 
a permit. A TV newsman asked Taal- 
amu how much he’d made. “Ninety mil- 
lion,” he answered. 

On the 17th the Internal Revenue 
Service filed a $623,853.27 tax lien 
against Hakeem, seizing his yacht and 
towing it to an island in the middle of 
San Francisco Bay. 

Four days later a second lien for 
$910,000 was filed, and bank accounts 
in Hakeem’s name were frozen. 

During the last week of January 1979 
the church stopped issuing letters of in- 
crease. Hakeem blamed it on the IRS ac- 
tions, but while many ministers agreed 
to stick it out with him, some called the 
police. One woman said she had a letter 
promising a $79,000 return. Oakland in- 
vestigators began to make a list of peo- 
ple willing to put their allegations in 
writing. 

Early in March, “Bishop” Leroy 
Carlton Bryant was charged with the 


Oo. Kee 
“Do you have to pop your pimples in the mirror?” 


theft of $34,000 from his former em- 
ployer, a Pasadena subsidiary of Xerox 
Corporation. The next month security 
chief Paige Sargent and personal secre- 
tary Olga Saladores split from Hakeem, 
making as much noise about it as they 
could. They were particularly em- 
bittered, they said, because Hakeem re- 
fused to pay their monthly salaries of 
$800 and $600 after learning they’d 
skimmed $3,600 from the church when 
he stalled on their increases, totaling 
$22,000. Astonished and wounded by 
his apparent hypocrisy—they claimed 
to have firsthand information linking 
Hakeem and Phillips to the repeated 
disappearances of stacks of $50 and 
$100 bills immediately after cele- 
brations—Sargent and Saladores told 
Hakeem they were going to the FBI. 

“Go ahead—I’ll lie if I have to,” they 
recalled Hakeem saying. 

“The church is a scam—Hakeem is 
totally in his right mind, but he’s the 
biggest con who ever lived!” Sargent 
raged. “Olga and I are the first [insiders] 
to come forward!” 

Saladores claimed January’s “pause 
for the cause” was a hoax. “Even with 
the IRS tying up that money, the church 
could more than afford to pay increases 
because more than $20 million came in 
last year alone,” she said. “He men- 
tioned that figure at a staff meeting, but 
I’m sure there’s four times that amount. 
So where is the money? The ministers 
have a right to know.” 

So did Uncle Sam, federal investi- 
gators believed. Hakeem and Phillips 
were indicted late in May, and a trial 
was scheduled for the fall. Asked if the 
church would continue, Hakeem an- 
swered with a question of his own: 
“When the last Pope died, did the 
Catholic Church go on?” 

It was a curious remark, for it sug- 
gested that the alleged con artist may 
have recognized that, whatever happens 
to him, the American dream of finding 
sudden wealth and happiness would 
endure. He simply had come to per- 
sonify it for a few thousand souls, 
Hakeem seemed to be saying. Was it fair 
to blame him for enriching himself in 
the process? 

Maybe Hakeem’s logical explanation 
for the church is just so much bull. But 
in all likelihood the hard-nosed truth is 
that Hakeem Abdul Rasheed could be 
one of the damndest crooks who ever 
walked the face of the earth. And there’s 
a chance we'll be hearing, any day now, 
about thoroughly impoverished, hope- 
lessly distraught Church of Hakeem 
ministers who’ve jumped out the win- 
dow, like the busted investors in the 
stock-market crash of 1929. Pa 


In this age of supposed 
sexual liberation, mas- 
turbation remains one 
of the last great taboos. 
While much of the tra- 
ditional hysteria asso- 
ciated with sex has 
been tamed somewhat 
by a growing realiza- 
tion that a healthy sex 
life can include a 
myriad of practices 
once thought deviant 
or perverted, the stig- 
ma of centuries of mis- 
information is still 
with us. 

Guilt over mastur- 
bation is the product 
of civilization. Only a 
few remote tribes in 
the tropics of the 
South Pacific or in the 
sun-pounded stretches 
of central Africa enjoy 
a relaxed and healthy 
attitude toward self- 
gratification. The 
minds of these primi- 
tive people, one can 
safely assume, have 
always been much too 
occupied with satisfy- 
ing the basic needs of 
everyday life to invent 
any problems about 
masturbation. 

It is true that some 
African tribes are 
known to practice cer- 
emonial sex surgery as 
part of their puberty 
rites. These operations 
may include sewing 
shut a girl’s vaginal 


MASTURBATION 


lips or cutting out her 
clitoris, or inserting a 
wood or ivory pin in 
the pierced penis of 
a boy. While these 
customs may be aimed 
at preventing self-grat- 
ification, to us they 
seem to be the results 
of relatively late “civi- 
lizing” influences. 
The irrational fear 
of masturbation grew 
only as civilization 
grew. Thus, in civiliza- 
tion’s early days sexual 
solitaire was not a 
great source of moral 
outrage. To the an- 
cient Jews, for exam- 
ple, masturbation 
doesn’t seem to have 
been much of a prob- 
lem, although it was 
definitely frowned 
upon and was to be- 
come, in later stages of 
Jewish history, a 
harshly punishable 
moral sin. The Old 
Testament hardly 
mentions it, one 
exception being an 
obscure passage in 
Ezekiel: “Thou hast 
also taken thy fair 
jewels of my gold and 
of my silver, which I 
had given thee, and 
madest to thyself 
images of men, and 
didst commit whore- 
dom with them.” 
Ezekiel was appar- 
ently referring to the 


EXPOSING THE MYTHS 


Analysis by Drs. Eberhard and Phyllis Kronhausen 


practice of women using artificial pe- 
nises (“images of men”) for masturba- 
tory purposes. What else could that 
stern prophet have meant by “commit- 
ting whoredom with them”? 

For traditional Christians the whole 
trouble with masturbation began with a 
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misunderstanding of a passage in 
Genesis about a fellow named Onan 
(from whom we get the word onanism, a 
synonym for masturbation). The irony is 
that the passage in question does not 
refer to masturbation at all. Onan’s 
“sin” was in practicing the good old 
withdrawal method of birth control 
while having sexual relations with the 
widow of his deceased brother (as was 
the custom in that time). As the Scrip- 
ture so aptly puts it (Genesis 38:9), he 
“spilled this seed] on the ground.” 


The early Church did not pay much 
attention to masturbation. It was con- 
sidered “sinful” only to the extent that 
any kind of sexual activity—even be- 


tween husband and wife—was sinful if it 
was performed for pleasure rather than 
for the propagation of the race. 

Even during the Middle Ages mastur- 
bation was not really a major moral 
problem. A notable exception was that 
witch-hunters considered masturbation 


one proof of witchcraft. But then they 
also considered any unorthodox sexual 
behavior a sure sign of sorcery, leaving 
one with the impression that witches 
must have been pretty liberated folk. 

All this benign neglect of the “sin” of 
masturbation came to an abrupt end in 
1710 with the publication by an anony- 
mous English clergyman of a treatise 
entitled Onania, or the Heinous Sin of Self- 
Pollution. Suddenly, playing with one’s 
genitals became as deadly a sin as 
murder, imposing on offenders the most 
serious holy retribution. The Christian 
God of Love was now cast in the role of 
“Divine Castrator.” 

The English clergyman’s condem- 
nation of masturbation possibly in- 
fluenced a physician by the name of 
Simon-Andre Tissot. Since Tissot was a 
papal adviser on epidemic control and 
the author of an important book on pub- 
lic health, his words carried weight. 
Consequently, when he published Onan- 
ism, a Treatise on the Disorders Produced by 
Masturbation (1758), the medical profes- 
sion in Europe took it seriously. 

In a nutshell Tissot’s thesis was this: 
All sexual activity is dangerous because 
it causes a rush of blood to the brain. 
This starves the nerves, making them 
susceptible to damage while inducing 
insanity. But solitary orgasm is the most 
deadly kind of all because it can be in- 
dulged in so conveniently and at such a 
tender age that excess is inevitable. In 
fact, maintained Tissot, the conse- 
quences of masturbation are so grave 
that the guilt resulting from its commis- 
sion is itself dangerous to the system. 

“The masturbator,” Tissot wrote, “‘is 
perpetually exhausted, liable to melan- 
choly, fits, blindness, catalepsy, impo- 


tence, indigestion, idiocy, paralysis. ...” 

Curiously, while claiming that exces- 
sive sexual activity led to disease, Tissot 
contended with equal fervor that prac- 
ticing “excessive continence” —that is, 
abstaining from sex to an unnatural 
degree—was also asking for trouble. 


This Catch-22 thinking prompted Vol- 
taire, the French philosopher, to ask: 
“How then should we use the precious 
fluid which nature has given us to 
multiply the race? Scatter it round and 
it will kill you; store it up and it may kill 
you as surely....” 

Thinking along similar lines as Tissot, 
several 18th-century German doctors 
joined the chorus, all linking masturba- 
tion to insanity. Then American doctors 
started singing the same tune. Dr. Ben- 
jamin Rush, for instance, concluded: 
“The morbid effects of intemperance 
with women are feeble and of a transi- 
tory nature compared with the train of 
moral evils which this solitary vice fixes 
upon mind and body.” He added a long 
list of afflictions (including death!) he 
claimed were results of jacking-off. 

Some doctors, like Ebenezer Sibly in 
the late 18th century, discovered there 
was money to be made by creating mas- 
turbation anxiety in people and then 
selling them patent medicines to “cure” 
it. Sibly unashamedly advertised a for- 
mula he called “Benificent Tincture” 
(“Solar” for men, “Lunar” for women!), 
“at only seven shillings and sixpence the 
small, and thirteen shillings the large 
bottle, duty included.” 

In 1853 two other enterprising Lon- 
don physicians offered to the public a 
patent medicine poetically advertised as 
“Cordial Balm of Syracium.” It was said 
to cure “the terrific consequences of 
indulging in the vicious habit of self- 
pollution.” 

It was only slowly—and timidly at 
first—that saner voices in the medical 
profession began to make themselves 
heard. By the mid-1800s, according to 
Dr. E. H. Hare, some advanced thinkers 
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dared to swim against the mainstream of 
medical thinking by venturing the opin- 
ion that “an increase in sexual excite- 
ment, often shown by patients at the be- 
ginning of insanity, is a symptom and not 
a cause of the disease.” 

By 1895 Dr. Henry Maudsley, a dis- 
tinguished psychiatrist, had changed a 
chapter heading in his textbook from 
“Insanity of Self-abuse” to “Insanity 
and Self-abuse” —a big step to take for a 
man who had much to lose by so doing. 

At the same time, Dr. Maudsley went 
on record saying that “mental disorder 
due to self-abuse” is not always easy to 
distinguish from “simple adolescent in- 
sanity, for the early symptoms of both 
are the same, and are due to the process 
of adolescence and not to the particu- 
lar vice.” 

From this point on most physicians 
and psychiatrists stopped talking about 
masturbation as a cause of blindness and 
insanity, relating it instead to such 
things as “neurosis” and “immaturity.” 

This shift in perception, however, did 
not prevent unscrupulous merchants 
from continuing to sell all manner of 
devices designed to prevent voluntary 
self-gratification as well as involuntary 
wet dreams. There were “chastity belts” 
for both sexes that made masturbation 
all but impossible; gloves made of 


sandpaperlike material that would have 
discouraged any but dyed-in-the-wool 
masochists from bringing their hands 
anywhere near their genitals; and metal 
rings with vicious, pointed teeth on the 
inside, worn at night around the penis to 
awaken the sleeper in case of nocturnal 
erections. 

Even Dr. Sigmund Freud, the great 
emancipator who brought so many sex- 
ual skeletons out of the closet, was too 
closely tied to his middle-class Viennese 
Jewish culture to give masturbation a 
clean bill of health. He gave it only his 
conditional OK. It was, he thought, all 
right for children to masturbate, but 
once they had reached the adult stage of 
“full genital sexuality,” they were ex- 
pected to give it up in favor of hetero- 
sexual intercourse. Exceptions were to 
be made for those who, by dint of infir- 
mity or occupation, had no ready access 
to suitable partners—and that meant 
partners of the opposite sex, since Freud 
considered homosexuality a sign of “‘ar- 
rested psycho-sexual development.” 

In connection with female sexuality 
in general—and female masturbation in 
particular—Freud’s psychoanalytical 
thinking was further complicated by the 
assumption that a young girl, upon 
reaching sexual maturity, was to give up 
the real clitoral pleasures she already 
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knew for the promise of even greater 
“vaginal” pleasures to follow. But Freud 
himself suspected that his theories on fe- 
male sexuality were not the last word on 
the subject, and he expressed the hope 
that someday female analysts would be 
“better able to apprehend the facts with 
greater ease and clearness.” 

It was a reasonable hope, but women 
proved to be their own worst enemies. 
Marie Bonaparte, for instance, a promi- 
nent analyst who studied under 
Freud, spelled out in no uncertain terms 
that “normal” sexual function in women 
“involves the suppression of the... cli- 
toris in favor of the vagina.” And 
Helene Deutsch, another of Freud’s stu- 
dents, wrote: “The competition of the 
clitoris, which intercepts the excitations 
unable to reach the vagina, and the gen- 
ital trauma then create the dispositional 
basis of a permanent sexual inhibition, 
ice., frigidity.” 

But clitoral manipulation is what 
most female masturbation is all about. 
Mother Nature has arranged things so 
that, given the facts of childbirth and 
the potential pain associated with it, 
there are, mercifully, not so many nerve 
endings inside the vagina. So, popular 
psychoanalytic theory has put a genera- 
tion or two of women in a double bind. 
If they don’t masturbate, at least in 
childhood, they’re likely to become 
hopelessly neurotic; if they do, they sup- 
posedly get fixated in the “clitoral” 
stage, never develop to “full sexual ma- 
turity” and thus never know the bless- 
ings of the so-called vaginal orgasm. 

A later group of women analysts— 
including Karen Horney, Clara Thomp- 
son and Phyllis Greenacre in this coun- 
try, and Melanie Klein in England—be- 
gan to question and revise Freudian 
thinking about female sexuality, includ- 
ing masturbation. And cultural anthro- 
pologists—some of them women like 
Margaret Mead—began to debunk 
Freud’s psychoanalytic doctrine. But 
even today many psychoanalysts hedge 
on the issue of masturbation. 

The contemporary clinical objection 
to masturbation is more subtle and 
sophisticated than merely linking it with 
insanity. The emphasis is now on “‘inter- 
personal relations’ and the alleged 
danger that masturbation encourages 
asocial behavior, social withdrawal or a 
lost sense of reality. One such voice is 
that of another woman analyst, Dr. 
Edrita Fried, who contends: “People 
who satisfy themselves primarily 
through masturbation because they 
have not acquired the talent of relating 
to real partners harm themselves, 
because by settling for a lonesome 

(continued on page 92) 
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sexuality they stop the quest for real 
contacts with their contemporaries.” 

In other words, professional “‘anxiety- 
making” about masturbation is still with 
us. Only the approach and vocabulary 
have changed. 


What is the reality of masturbation’s 
role in present-day human sexuality? 
Alfred Kinsey, in his landmark studies 
of human sexual behavior published in 
the late 1940s and early 1950s, found 
masturbation the second-most-impor- 
tant source of sexual gratification in the 
life of the average American male (after 
heterosexual coitus). More significantly, 
Kinsey determined it to be the sexual 
activity most reliably leading to orgasm 
for women. 

Regarding masturbation’s popularity 
as a human sexual outlet, Kinsey dis- 
covered that it was a regular and fre- 
quent occurrence in the lives of nearly 
all single males (92%), a majority of 
single females (62%) and a substantial 
percentage of married men and women. 
This should not be particularly surpris- 
ing; as Morton Hunt points out in Sexual 
Behavior of the 1970s: “[Masturbation] is 
convenient, free, safe (it can cause 


neither venereal diseases nor pregnan- 
cies), and devoid of social or inter- 
personal difficulties.” 

And, although Hunt sees only a 
“small overall increase” in the total inci- 
dence of masturbation since Kinsey’s 
time, there have been substantial in- 
creases in the frequency of masturbation 
among certain groups of people—most 
notably teenagers and women—in the 
last three decades. 

One big change has been in the age at 
which young people start masturbating. 
Here the sexual-liberation movement’s 
effect on social inhibitions is making 
itself felt statistically. In Kinsey’s time 
45% of all males had masturbated by the 
time they were 13. By the early 1970s 
fully 63% had jacked off by that age. 

“Evidently,” concludes Hunt, “it has 
been far easier for people passing through 
adolescence and the teens in the past 
decade or so to perceive masturbation as 
acceptable, at least internally, than it 
was for their parents’ generation.” 

As might have been anticipated, the 
shift among females has been even more 
dramatic, since they traditionally have 
carried the brunt of sexual suppression. 
At mid-century it was estimated that 
only 15% of women had masturbated to 
orgasm by age 13. By the early 1970s the 
figure had jumped to 33%, a better than 
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twofold increase in less than 25 years. 

The same pronounced shift from one 
generation to another is evident when 
comparing the percentages of married fe- 
males who report experience with mas- 
turbation. In Kinsey’s study it was 44%. 
Hunt’s sample reflected a whopping in- 
crease, to 61%. 

Women’s attitudes about masturba- 
tion are affected by religion in a sur- 
prising way. The orthodox, taking- 
things-literally kind of religious belief 
naturally puts the brakes on some peo- 
ple’s sex lives— but only for women. 
Nobody seems to know why. Perhaps 
biological factors simply put more 
pressure behind the male sex drive, so 
that “nature will out” regardless of the 
restraints—and what more convenient 
“out” exists than jerking-off? Or it may 
be just another result of society having 
kept women’s sexuality much more 
strictly in check than men’s over the 
centuries. 

Curious too in this regard is the im- 
pact that religious affiliations—with 
their varying degrees of “devoutness” — 
have on masturbation. While Hunt’s 
survey found Catholics and Protestants 
generally similar in their sexual behav- 
ior, he discovered that Catholics who 
are active masturbators do it more 
frequently than Protestants (who, of 
course, run the gamut from conservative 
Southern Baptists to the more liberal 
Presbyterians). As an explanation, Hunt 
speculates that the relieving effect of 
confession may make it easier for 
Catholics to get over guilt feelings about 
such things as masturbation. He could 
be right, because Protestants, without 
the comforts of confession and possible 
absolution, are stuck with their troubled 
consciences. Therefore, they may have 
to struggle harder to conform to the 
moral tenets of their religion—in other 
words, choose to refrain from playing 
with themselves. 

There is also an element of “class- 
consciousness” in modern masturbatory 
practices. Hunt found that working- 
class men and women, and men and 
women with no college education, are 
more troubled as a group by their mas- 
turbatory desires—and more inclined to 
believe long-discredited ‘told wives’ 
tales” about them—than are white-col- 
lar workers and those who have had at 
least some college education. 

Since the sexual attitudes and behav- 
ior of women show the most significant 
trends, let’s look at a few more com- 
parisons involving females. A generation 
ago only a little more than one-quarter 
of all single girls in their upper teens and 
only about one-third of those in their 

(continued on page 112) 
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It was finally time to stop. I sat on the 
bench in the trainer’s room and un- 
taped my ankles. Outside, the huge 
crowd in Three Rivers Stadium was 
flowing through the exits toward the 
parking lot like a giant science-fic- 
tion amoeba. 


I had just spent nearly three hours on 
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the stadium floor, running in pill-crazed 
fear from 285-pound tackles and agile, 
250-pound linebackers through a freez- 
ing Pennsylvania snowstorm. We’d won 
the game, 27-21, and that meant that we 
and not the Steelers would be going to 
the Super Bowl. My teammates seemed 
to feel good about that. Out in the lock- 
er room they were pouring beer over 
each other’s heads and jumping up and 
down and embracing. I could hear an 
adenoidal voice expressing surprise in 
big words, which meant that someone 
had even felt good enough to embrace 
Howard Cosell. 

I guess I was supposed to feel good 
too, but I didn’t. I felt tired and cold, 
and there wasn’t a single place on my 
body that didn’t hurt. 

Let me tell you about after-game par- 
ties. After-game parties are a tradition in 
the National Football League, although 
parties that come after a win, especially 
a big win, are a lot more fun than the 
parties that someone throws after you 
get blown away by 20 or 30 points. This 
win was one of the biggest of all—the 
American Football Conference cham- 
pionship—and the party promised to be 
something special. 

Although professional-football play- 
ers are supposed to be great partyers, it’s 
a fact that no one really feels like going 
to a party after a game. That day we’d 


celebrated in the locker room, and cele- 
brated some more on the plane back to 
New York, and fought our way through 
a mob of fans at La Guardia Airport, 
and all of that would wear you out even 
if you hadn’t spent the afternoon getting 
your head knocked. But we all party, 
just the same. 

I guess the reason is that after a game 
your adrenaline level is winding down, 
your greenies and painkillers have worn 
off, and you want to be with your team- 
mates when reality sets in. Anything is 
better than going home alone and think- 
ing about how much pain you’re in. 

New York was pretty much paralyzed 
by the same snowstorm that blanketed 
the entire eastern seaboard. I was lucky 
to get a cab to take me from my apart- 
ment on Jane Street in the West Village 
to the incredibly posh floor-through 
co-op on East 78th Street where some 
friend of the Gambaccinis, the family 
that owns the team, was hosting the 
celebration. 

The doorman, who both looked and 
dressed like an escaped Nazi war crim- 
inal, checked my name against the guest 
list, then directed me to the elevator. I 
pushed the button marked P (for pent- 
house) and waited. The elevator slowed 
and stopped, the door opened, and I 
emerged into the lobby of a place that 
looked like something out of the New 
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York Times’s “Living” section. A private 
doorman ushered me into a living room 
that contained about 11 couches. There 
was fabric on the walls, modern art was 
strewn around like American flags on 
the Fourth of July, and everywhere that 
there wasn’t a painting there was a 
photograph of the apartment’s owner 
with somebody famous. I noticed that 
about as often as not the somebody fa- 
mous was a football player. 

“Hi, there—glad you could make it!” 
said a voice behind me. It was so cheery, 
it sounded more like it was touting femi- 
nine-hygiene spray than welcoming a 
stranger to a party. I turned around to 
see who the voice belonged to. 

Its owner also owned the apartment. 
He was tall, almost my height and 
dressed in a brown-velvet blazer that 
must have set him back $400. His gray 
hair was razor-trimmed right below his 
ears. “I’m Paul Stern,” he said. “This is 
my place.” This last was hardly neces- 
sary, since I’d already seen his picture 
on the walls about 60 times. “And 
you’re Randy Clayton, right?” 

“Right,” I said, extending a hand. 
Just as I’d feared he would, he grabbed 
it in one of those Mr. Macho grips that 
say, ““We’re both real studs even though 
you’re a professional jock.” I wonder 
where people get the idea that athletes 
have a masochistic thing about getting 
their hands mangled? 

“Great game,” he said. I nodded and 
thanked him. I meant it too. I had had a 
pretty good game. I’d gained 120 yards 
rushing, scored one TD and scampered 
for 32 yards to set up a second. We still 
might’ve won without me, but the score 
would’ve been much closer. 

“Make yourself at home,” said Paul 
Stern. “The drinks are over there.” He 
waved toward the bar. I thanked him 
again and walked over to where Gene 
McMichael, our quarterback, and a cou- 
ple of blondes were gobbling up cocaine 
like it was going to evaporate. 

“Hello, QB,” I smiled. “How’s your 
tailbone?” 

McMichael had been sacked twice 
during the game, once by a kid named 
Raymond Washington, a rookie defen- 
sive tackle whose weight was listed in 
the Steelers’ program at 280, but who we 
all figured at not an ounce under 300. 
“Hi, there, stud hoss,” said McMichael. 
“T reckon I’ll live. Have a toot?” 

“Thanks,” I said, bringing his little 
gold spoon toward my nose and inhaling 
five bucks’ worth of Peru’s biggest 
export. McMichael was a kid, just 25, 
but he had a good arm. He was in his 
fourth season with the team and, like 
anyone else who’s survived four years of 
high-school ball, four years of college 


o-S0B8 jase 
anatiiti 


— me 


: = i 
; Li. 


(=-ss>-e eee y SL 
coe ae 
So é Bid 
‘ a J ; . 


and a couple of pro seasons, he knew all 
about avoiding injuries. If he could just 
luck out of the unavoidable ones, he’d 
have a great career. 

“Randy,” he said, “I’d like you to 
meet Doris Jean and Bonnie. They’re 
both Braniff stews in town from Dallas.” 
I couldn’t tell from his vague gesture 
which blonde was which, but I guessed 
it didn’t matter. Both had big eyes, up- 
thrust breasts and satin disco pants. 

“Pleased to meet you both, ladies,” I 
smiled. “Sorry about your hometown 
boys,” I added, referring to the fact that 
the Dallas Cowboys had that day lost 
the National Football Conference cham- 
pionship to the Los Angeles Rams. 

“Oh, wasn’t that too bad?” said the 
blonde with the slightly larger breasts, 
looking like a truck had just run over 
her kitten. “Which team would you 
have preferred to play in the Super 
Bowl?” 

“Saint Monica’s Catholic High 
School for Girls,” I answered. “Would 
you excuse me, please?” I wandered 
away, looking for a bathroom. 

I found one quickly—Stern’s pent- 
house probably had nine or ten—but 
when I walked in, I saw Leroy Willis, 
one of our defensive ends, sitting on the 
pot. In front of him, on her knees, a wiry 
redhead was sliding her mouth up and 
down his big, black cock. It looked as if 


she were trying to gobble a clarinet. 

“Oh, hell, sorry,” I said, backing out. 

“No, tha’s OK, Randy,” said Leroy, 
exhaling smoke from a joint. “Hey, 
Randy Clayton, meet Virginia O’Reilly. 
It’s Virginia’s stated ambition to do doth 
Super Bowl teams before the game. You 
c’n be next, if you want.” 

“Hello, Virginia,” I said. 

“Glrrmph,” said Virginia, her head 
still bobbing. 

“Thanks, Leroy, I think not,” I said, 
reaching forward to take a toke from the 
big lineman’s proffered joint. Virginia 
was cupping Willis’s balls in her hand, 
or as much of them as she could get in 
one hand. Around the locker room we 
called Willis “the three-legged man.” 

I excused myself and walked back out 
to rejoin the party. On one of Paul 
Stern’s 11 couches Billy Ray Broshears, 
our starting tight end, was sitting be- 
tween two girls. He had one hand down 
the front of each girl’s blouse. Over in a 
far corner of the room Walter Huddle- 
ston, a rookie reserve linebacker, was 
puking into a rubber-tree plant. Near 
the bar Stern was introducing an at- 
tractive brunette, obviously his date, to 
Joseph Chester. Chester, an offensive 
tackle, boasts an IQ almost as high as 
his chest measurement (normal, not ex- 
panded). From the way Joseph was nar- 
rowing his eyes and staring at Stern’s 
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girlfriend, I knew it was only a matter of 
time before the monster tackle plopped 
out his dick, laid it in the brunette’s 
hand and said, “Hey, you wanna go off 
an’ sit on this beauty?” It was Chester’s 
favorite trick at social gatherings, and it 
seldom failed to amuse. 

I made my way to the bar, nodded 
hello to George Simms, our All-Pro 
cornerback, and asked the bartender for 
a very dry martini. Yessir, it was going 
to be one helluva party. 

A few hours later I was back in my 
apartment with the bustier Braniff stew. 
Through my bedroom window I could 
see the snow drift down in big, wet 
flakes. The stew took off her slick, satin 
pants and her blouse and shook her full 
breasts. “You like my titties, honey?” 
she asked. “I had ’em pumped full of 
silicone in Juarez. Cost me more’n a 
month’s salary.” 

“They’re very nice, Bonnie Jean,” I 
mumbled, taking down my $60 French 
jeans. 

“It’s Dawrus Jean,” she said in exas- 
peration. Then she stared and pointed 
at my knees. “Eeyew, how gross!” she 
exclaimed. 

She was right. After five operations 
my knees look like a railroad map of 
northern New Jersey. They’re criss- 
crossed with S-shaped scars, tiny X- 
shaped scars and every kind of mark you 
can think of. Almost every running back 
who’s been in the league a few years has 
knees just as pretty. 

“Tt’s from an old war wound, baby,” I 
said, moving toward her chest and tak- 
ing her left breast in my mouth. Silicone 
or not, it tasted fresh and stewardess- 
sweet, and I moved my tongue around 
her big nipple, tweaking it with my 
teeth from time to time. 

“Ooh, Randy,” Doris Jean squealed. 
“When y’all suck on my titty that way, I 
can feel it right down in my honeypot.” 

And Doris Jean’s honeypot was where 
I was headed. I moved down from her 
nipple, licking the undersides of those 
buoyant, hecho en Mexico tits, across her 
hard, flat stomach, washing the tiny 
golden hairs there with my tongue, and 
finally arrived south of her navel at what 
she called her honeypot. It was yellow 
all right, like the rest of Doris Jean’s 
hair, but it didn’t taste like honey. It 
tasted like old-fashioned Texas cunt, 
salty and pungent, and I spread her pink 
lips and dove in with my tongue, alter- 
nately jabbing, teasing and nibbling. 

Doris Jean wasn’t a girl to lie back 
and take it. As I worked on her pussy, 
her legs scissored and thrashed around 
my ears, and I could barely hear her 

(continued on page 104) 
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Noel is the French word for Christmas, 
and our Noel would warm up anyone’s 
Yuletide nights. Although many people 
feel the French are cold and unemo- 
tional, this young Parisian is full of the 
spirit of giving all year round. And at 
Christmastime she really gives her all! 
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BEAVER HUNT MODEL RELEASE 


Beaver Hunters, here is the model release you 
must send to us with your entry in HUSTLER’s 
amateur photo contest (see page 107). Models 
should be shown totally nude. Faces must be 
visible in photos. Novelty photos will be con- 
sidered. Mail to: HUSTLER Beaver Hunt, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, 
California 90067. 


Please Print 
Model's Name/Name to be published 


Address 


Date of Birth Phone (include area code) 


Occupation 


Hobbies 


Sexual Fantasies 


Include separate sheet if necessary 


| hereby give HUSTLER Magazine, its suc- 
cessors and assigns, and those acting under 
its permission or upon its authority, per- 
mission to copyright and/or publish any 
photographs of myself with or without my 
name and to make changes in or additions to 
such photographs or portraits, in such manner 
as shall seem proper to their use. | also under- 
stand that editorial matter will accompany 
these photos. | certify that | am of full age and 
am possessed of full legal capacity to execute 
the foregoing authorization. 


Model's Legal Signature 


Model’s Social Security Number 
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GAME 


(continued from page 98) 


screaming, “Oh, shit, Randy, godal- 
mighty damn, baby, you eat me so 
good!” 

I ran my lips up to the crest of Doris 
Jean’s cunt, took her clit in my mouth 
and began to pop it in and out of its tiny 
hood. She really started screaming then, 
howling like a Siamese cat in heat. I had 
to clamp her thighs to keep her from 
bucking me off. 

After what seemed like an hour of 
nonstop cunnilingus I was about to 
suffocate, Doris Jean’s honey was run- 
ning down my chin, and my cock was as 
hard as an offensive lineman’s head. My 
little Texas stew was hollering, “Fuck 
me, oh, Lord, Randy, fuck me!” about as 
loudly as she might’ve yelled “Go, team, 
go!” back on the cheerleading squad 
at Conroe High School. I decided to 
oblige her. 

I got up from between Doris Jean’s 
legs and plunged deep into her pussy 
with no further preliminaries. Her hips 
started rolling like hurricane surf as she 
grabbed my hair and started murmuring 
dirties in my ear. “Oh, damn, baby,” she 
crooned. “You fuck me so good... oh, 
baby, I love your cock; oh, baby, it feels 
so good inside me, (baby; oh, Randy, I 
want your stuff in me!...” 

You’ve probably heard the routine 
before, yourself. By this time I had my 
cock so far inside Doris Jean I was 
afraid I’d get the bends. I was sliding all 
the way out of her, touching the outside 
of her cunt lips with the head of my cock 
and then diving back in. Her insides 
gripped my shaft like pink, molten bub- 
ble gum. Below me my field of vision 
was filled with blond hair and soft, 
tanned skin. I had the same feeling I get 
when I’m hit hard enough on the field 
that I know I’m going to fumble: I was 
about to let go. 

And then I came. I heard a loud groan 
and realized that it was my own voice as 
I emptied a cascade of steaming hot goo 
into Doris Jean’s insides. I rolled onto 
my back and watched her clean the stuff 
off my prick with her baby-doll lips, 
hearing her whisper, “Baby, you filled 
me up so good.” And the loneliness and 
the hurt from the day’s game went away 
for a while. 

Two weeks of practice before the 
Super Bowl. Let me tell you, there’s 
nothing like practice to put the fear of 
God in an athlete. 

Early in the season you’re afraid you 
won’t make weight, or that a couple 
extra tenths of a second will find their 
way onto your time in the 40-yard dash, 


or that the coach will catch you fum- 
bling, or that he won’t catch you break- 
ing through the line for 20 yards. But 
the worst part, early on in any season, is 
the two-a-days: two 150-minute practice 
sessions each day in the summer heat 
with a break for lunch in between 
(which you don’t feel like eating but you 
do anyway, because training table is 
mandatory). Sometime during the after- 
noon session you get cottonmouth, a 
condition where your tongue swells up 
and your mouth dries out and you can 
barely breathe, let alone swallow. Ever 
imagine having a split lip and no spit to 
lick it with? Happens all the time. 

Later in the season you’re in shape 
and can handle the workouts. Then the 
fear is that the injuries you’ve incurred 
during the season will show up, or that 
the knee will give out or the shoulder 
will reseparate, or that the coach will 
notice you dogging it because you’re 
favoring a bone spur. 

I’m in my 11th year in the NFL, and 
I’m pretty cagey about injuries. I can 
usually go in to the trainer and fake a 
minor one so he’I] treat me for one of the 
real ones. Some guys never learn this, 
which is why the average NFL career 
lasts about four years. 

I’m in a pretty strong position with 
the team too. I’m a running back and a 
good one. I’ve never led the conference 
in rushing, but I generally make it into 
the Top Ten, except for the couple of 
seasons I couldn’t finish because of in- 
juries. Also, I’m a good white running 
back, and don’t you ever believe that 
doesn’t help. 

Still, I’m 32 years old, the insides of 
my knees are full of scar tissue—which 
doesn’t stretch the way healthy muscle 
tissue does—and I’m probably not 
going to get any faster. I think about 
that a lot. 

We’d had a rough practice out on the 
freezing Astroturf, and we were all hap- 
py to hit the showers. As I dried myself 
off, George Simms, his dark skin drip- 
ping water and his afro so wet it was 
almost straight, stepped into the locker 
room. 

“Hey, Scooter,” Simms hailed me. “I 
hear Coach is gonna use that extra first- 
round pick we got from Philadelphia to 
draft Willie Roberson next year.” 

Roberson was a big running back 
from Michigan. He’d led his team to a 
39-6 Rose Bowl victory over USC, the 
first Rose Bowl win for the Big Ten in 
some years, and he seemed like a shoo-in 
for the Heisman Trophy. Any team 
would’ve jumped at the chance to get 
him, but his fearsome reputation and the 
huge signing bonus he could command 


would spell bad news for that team’s 
resident backs. 

“Naw,” I answered, grinning. “I hear 
we’re gonna use it to get ourselves a 
young stud cornerback who doesn’t 
have to wear a pacemaker.” This was a 
reference to Simms’s age, which was 34. 

He laughed. He could afford to; he 
can still run the 40 in 4.6. “Randy, my 
man,” he said, “if you don’t have any of 
the old slip-’n’-slide workin’ tonight, 
why don’t you come over to our place? 
Arlene and I are having a few friends 
over for dinner.” 

“Love to, George,” I said, “but I'll 
have to take a raincheck. Barb gets back 
into town tonight, and I’m meeting her 
at One Fifth.” 

Simms grinned, exposing a mouthful 
of white teeth, many of which were his 
own. “Scooter,” he said, “when you gon- 
na let that lady make an honest man 
of you?” 

Barbara Rooker is what you might 
call my girlfriend, except that she’s 30, 
which makes her hardly a girl. She’s a 
producer for CBS network news, and be- 
tween my being out of town half the 
season and her being out of town on 
assignment, we don’t see a lot of each 
other. I expect she knows about the few 
stews I have stashed around various 
cities we play in, and I suspect that 
when I have an away game, Barb proba- 
bly doesn’t stay at home sitting on her 
thumbs. We’ve been together about 
three years now, mostly because we en- 
joy being with each other more than 
with anybody else. We might get mar- 
ried someday, or we might not. 

One Fifth is short for One Fifth Ave- 
nue, which is this real pretty restaurant 
down near Washington Square where a 
couple can enjoy your basic New York 
dinner for only a hundred bucks or so. 
When I walked in that night, the first 
thing I spotted was Barb sitting at the 
bar. She looked like she always does, 
which is great. She was wearing a sort of 
rose-colored cocktail dress that exposed 
a healthy amount of chest, and her dark 
hair was pinned back. “Hi, there, cutie,” 
I said. “You look just like the kind of 
girl who could show a feller a good time, 
if you get my drift.” 

She smiled up at me and gave me a 
kiss. “If it isn’t Jack Armstrong, the All- 
American boy,” she said. “How was the 
coke in Pittsburgh?” 

“Strictly the kind that comes out 
of conversion furnaces,” I answered. 
“Come on, let’s get a table.” 

We wolfed down a bottle of white 
wine, some poached bass with green 
sauce, and a bottle of champagne for 
dessert. The tab came to $118.79 with- 
out tip. (That’s one of the things I like 


about football. Where else can a young 
man with just a B.A. in Phys. Ed. from 
Notre Dame make $180,000 a year?) 

After dinner we took a cab uptown to 
Barb’s place on West End Avenue. It 
had snowed, and the streets of New 
York looked like they do on picture 
postcards, for a change. All the pigeon 
shit had washed off the sides of the 
buildings, and the winos had gone back 
into the subways to live until the spring. 

Back at Barb’s we ripped off our 
clothes and made crazy love, first on her 
couch and then on the bed. Besides be- 
ing beautiful, intelligent and under- 
standing, Barb gives the best head I’ve 
ever received. She starts around mid- 
thigh, biting and nibbling on my thigh 
muscles, then works away on my balls, 
popping first one testicle and then the 
other into her mouth before she gets to 
the base of my cock. From there she 
works her way up ver-r-ry slowly, giving 
full attention to the big, sensitive ridge 
on the underside. When she finally 
comes to the head, she pops the whole 
thing in her mouth and works up and 
down on it, changing speeds and degrees 
of suction until I come. It usually 
doesn’t take me very long. 

We started off with one of Barb’s 
custom hummers, then moved on to a 
little enthusiastic ass-fucking (with Barb 
moaning, “Hurt me, baby!”), a spot of the 
old missionary (the modified version, 
her knees against my chest) and wound 
up with what we call the Romanian 
Trampoline. After that we smoked a 
joint, as I rested up for the rematch. 

I was about to pass the dope over to 
Barb when she leaned toward me and 
asked, “Randy, what’s wrong?” 

I looked sideways at her. “It’s that 
obvious, huh?” 

“You bet,” she said. “You’re about 
40% somewhere else. It’s not that I feel 
insulted; I’d just like to know where.” 

“Thinking about the game,” I said. 
“Thinking about whether to play out 
my option next year, and whether it’ll 
make me rich, or whether nobody’ll 
want a 33-year-old running back with 
bad wheels. Thinking about what I do 
after football, which isn’t going to last 
that much longer any way you slice it.” 

“You shouldn’t worry about all of 
that, Randy,” she advised. “You can 
always become a sportscaster or a coach 
or something. You own a couple of con- 
dos in Florida, so you won’t starve. And 
the Super Bowl is only a game, isn’t it?” 

“No,” I said, “it’s not only a game, 
and it’s not just the money either. It’s 
more than that. It’s... well, I’d like to 
win the big one just once, and this’ll 
probably be my last chance. And I'd like 
to finish up with more than a couple of 
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Florida condos and a pair of bum knees. 
And I'd like... I’d like... .” 

“What, Randy?” Barb asked, her eye- 
brows furrowed. 

I grinned wolfishly. “I'd like to eat 
that furry, black pussy of yours till you 
can’t stand it,” I said. And I did. 

We'd been watching game films of the 
Rams every day after practice. Their 
front four looked like something out of a 
Japanese monster movie. Murray Don- 
ner, the defensive end who was going to 
be on my case during the game, seemed 
the type who eats compact cars for 
breakfast. The Rams’ defensive second- 
ary moved faster than bad news. 

I wondered if they were watching our 
game films and thinking the same things 
about us. I hoped so. 

There are two weeks between the con- 
ference championships and the Super 
Bowl. We got Monday off after the final 
playoff game, and then we had practice 
every day except Sunday. The coaches 
had to watch it that we didn’t tire our- 
selves out, but that we didn’t get out of 
sync either. They also had to watch it 
that nobody got hurt. 

I guess they weren’t watching me 
close enough that day. We were having 
a hit drill with just four more days to go. 
I took a lick from Dwayne Ethridge, one 


of our safeties. As I went down, I felt 
something in my knee go pop! Ethridge 
must’ve seen the pain on my face, be- 
cause he ran back over to me and said, 
“Hey, Randy, you hurt? Help you up?” 

“No, thanks, I can stand on it,” I said, 
which was true; it just hurt like a son of 
a bitch when I did. 

Later on I gave the knee a cold soak 
in Barb’s tub. “You ought to see the 
trainer about that,” she said. “At least 
he could tell you what it is.” 

“I know what it is,” I said curtly. “It’s 
the cartilage.” By that stage in my 
career I could tell cartilage from ten- 
dons from ligaments from bones by the 
way each felt when tearing or breaking. 
The big difference is that tendons, liga- 
ments and bones can knit, heal or be re- 
placed; cartilage has to come out. 

“What does that mean?” Barb asked. 

“It means I'll be able to play on Sun- 
day,” I replied. Jf they wrap it up in a 
quarter-mile of tape, 1 thought. Jf they 
shoot it full of Novocaine before the game and 
drain it at halftime. And if I have it oper- 
ated on right afterward. 

I remembered what Dr. Spiegel, the 
team’s orthopedic surgeon, had told me 
after the last operation. “Your knees 
have about had it, Clayton,” he’d said. 
“You’re already a good candidate for 
arthritis. The next one of these is going 
to be it—unless you want to wind up in 


“You should have said something before | put on the icing!” 
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a wheelchair for the rest of your life.” 

The next morning, Thursday, I went 
in to see Bones Walsh, our trainer. I ex- 
plained the situation to him honestly. I 
told him that I realized I was about 
through, but that I wanted this one last 
game, and that I’d let Coach and the 
rest of the team know where things 
stood after the Super Bowl. All he had to 
do was to get me through Sunday. 

“This could mean my job, Clayton,” 
he said gruffly, but I could see he was al- 
ready convinced. 

“Thanks, Bones,” I said gratefully. 
“Besides, if you tell anyone, I'll kill your 
family.” 

I guess George Simms was right, after 
all. We probably are going to be drafting 
that running back from Michigan. 

On Friday we boarded the team plane 
and flew to Miami for the game. Barb 
had the weekend off, so she flew down 
and booked her own room in our hotel. 

The period right before a Super Bowl 
has come to be known as Super Week- 
end, thanks to the three television net- 
works. The town where the game is 
being played always has about four 
sportscasters per square foot. The spon- 
sors, the ad agencies and the league it- 
self all throw huge parties. Everyone 
from hundred-dollar hookers to cam- 
paigning politicians to movie stars to 
Pete Rozelle, the Commissioner of the 
NFL himself, shows up. 

On Friday night I found myself in a 
hospitality suite at the Doral Hotel. 
Barb was on my left arm, there was a 
glass of Scotch in my right hand, and at 
my right elbow there was a Florida state 
senator, looking around for a photog- 
rapher to take a picture of him standing 
next to Randy Clayton, Certified 
Professional Jock, and saying things 
like, “Well, Randy, I imagine you'll be 
running a 44 Normal Curl up the mid- 
dle a lot, huh?” 

A 44 Normal Curl? 

Despite the unusually thick con- 
centration of assholes, it was actually a 
pretty good party. Barb fended off the 
advances of an actor on one of the TV 
cop shows, but I could see she was 
pleased. Anthony Gambaccini, the 
elderly gentleman who owns the team, 
told me how much he was counting on 
me and didn’t even call me “Claypoole” 
once. Walter Huddleston puked into a 
punchbowl, and it was a few minutes be- 
fore anybody noticed. Miss Doral Hotel 
Super Weekend told George and Arlene 
Simms that her little ol’ mamma down 
in Weeki Wachee’d just turn blue if she 
could see her li’! ol’ girl at a party with 

(continued on page 115) 


A new decade is upon us...and what better 


_. Way to get into the spirit of the 1980s than to 


photograph your favorite Beaver? So get the 
camera off the shelf and click away. 
HUSTLER pays $50 apiece for pictures of 
gals, guys and couples published in Beaver 
Hunt. And there’s always a chance we'll select 
your Beaver for an extended photo-feature at 
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professional models’ rates. All photos become 


_the nonreturnable..property of HUSTLER 


Magazine. Send all entries to HUSTLER Bea- 
ver Hunt, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, 
Los Angeles, California 90067. Be sure to use 


_ the model release on page 104 or a facsimile, 


and fill it out clearly so that we’ll know where 
to send the 50 bucks. 
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Twenty-four-year-old Frances 
King is a Suffolk, Virginia, 
housewife who likes bowling and | 


balling. Her hobby is her husband, 

but she fantasizes about making it 

= \ with Jan-Michael Vincent. 
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o | Tamyra Edwoods, 33, is a model ; 
< and artist from philadelphia, 
a Pennsylvania. Her fantasy is 
“to bathe in champagne 
3 with everybody who pours bh, 
& a glassful into the tub.” - 


Gail, 21, isa music-lover from Lincoln, 


Nebraska. A secretary, she fantasizes 


about making love with a 


; 


stranger ina 
public place, 
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Larry Clymer, 30, is a home improvement 
contractor from Nashville, Tennessee, 

who wants to ‘‘pass a law banning bras”’ 
and live in a place where nudity is 
enjoyed. He also fantasizes about having 
a date with Loretta Lynn. 
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MASTURBATION 
(continued from page 92) 


early 20s were masturbating. Today 
more than 60% of women aged 18 to 24 
are doing it. 

In addition, single women who mas- 
turbated in the early 1950s were doing 
so about 21 times a year, while today’s 
masturbating single women average 37 
times a year. Also increasing is the num- 
ber of single women in their late 20s and 
early 30s who masturbate, from less than 
half in Kinsey’s day to more than 80% 
today. 

To a large extent these changes are 
undoubtedly due to the women’s-libera- 
tion movement. The excesses of some 
feminists should not detract from the 
liberating influence feminism has con- 
tinued to exert, not only in freeing 
women from many of the crippling 
inhibitions of the past, but also in 
changing men’s attitudes toward women 
in every area of life, including sexuality. 

Another beneficial influence has 
come from the growth of sex therapy. 
Many women’s groups and sex thera- 
pists are bringing the benefits of the dis- 
coveries of William Masters and 
Virginia Johnson to growing segments 
of the general population, with far- 
reaching effects. 

What has also changed in recent years 
is the way women masturbate. Of course, 
they still most commonly use their 
hands or fingers to stimulate the area 
around the clitoris, although some 
women prefer spraying jets of warm 
water over the genital area. But more 
and more of them are turning to electric 
vibrators for sexual release. 

The most effective vibrators are not 
the little, battery-operated penis- or 
banana-shaped devices, but the larger 
ones that run off regular house current. 
There are many different models, but for 
practicality’s sake we recommend those 
that are quietest. They should also be of 
rather sturdy construction. The lighter, 
flimsier kinds may be less expensive— 
because they usually come from centers 
of cheap labor such as Taiwan or South 
Korea—but our experience has been 
that they tend to give trouble. 

There is a widespread fear—among 
women as well as men—that once a 
woman gets used to a vibrator she will 
no longer crave intercourse with a man. 
This fear is unfounded. Sure, there are 
always exceptions, but by and large, 
women who masturbate—with or with- 
out a vibrator—turn out to be better 
bedmates and generally more orgasmic 
during lovemaking than women who do 
not. Many women who can relax and go 
with the flow become multi-orgasmic 


(able to achieve more than one orgasm 
during a single sexual act) after first 
using a vibrator. 

For most men, vibrators are not very 
effective, although a few come with 
penis-ring attachments that seem to 
work for some men. The rest use mainly 
their hands, as men have always done. 

The main bugaboo about masturba- 
tion that still lingers on with many men 
is the fear that it depletes their strength. 
This is especially true of athletes, who 
have their own group of anxiety-makers 
in the form of coaches who warn them 
about jacking off before games or during 
training. Some even caution their 
trainees about the supposed draining 
effects of sexual intercourse. 

The plain fact of the matter is that 
there is no scientific foundation for any 
such fears. They seem to stem from 
unconscious ideas in the deepest layers 
of the human mind that may attribute 
magical qualities to semen that have 
nothing to do with reality. Masturbation 
can only “weaken” a person if he or she 
feels guilty about it—in other words, 
only if it is allowed to affect the mind. 

Of course, there is such a thing as 
“compulsive masturbation,” since some 
people use it as others use alcohol or 
drugs—to escape from reality or to 
avoid the challenge and unavoidable 
problems of real-life interpersonal rela- 
tionships. But such cases are relatively 
rare, and should not color anybody’s 
thinking about masturbation in general. 
In our opinion, even those who prefer 
masturbation to sexual intercourse are 
not necessarily “neurotic” or “sick.” 
They may simply be more choosy than 
most people, or too busy. Plenty of per- 
fectly legitimate reasons exist for such a 
preference. 

Despite all the progress that has been 
made, the social trauma associated with 
masturbation will not disappear until 
the lingering misconceptions are eradi- 
cated. A good starting point is the 
psychoanalytic myth that women have 
to transfer their sensitivity from the cli- 
toris to the vagina. Plainly speaking, this 
is utter nonsense. If the same standards 
were applied to men, they would have to 
transfer their sexual feelings from the 
glans of the penis to, say, the scrotum, 
which has about the same number of 
nerve endings as the vagina. 

As one woman put it with fine irony, 
“If the sexual act consisted of the 
woman rubbing her clitoris against the 
man’s testicles, she would be orgasmic 
and he would be frigid.” 

Only when all the myths are de- 
bunked will masturbation be able to 
assume its rightful status as a healthy 
and normal part of human sexuality. qs 


I guess I’m what you might 
call a real ordinary kind of 
guy. I don’t go out much 
unless it’s with the boys from 
work, and I live with my ma 
and grandma in my grand- 
ma’s old house just outside 
Toledo, Ohio. I’m nearly 30, 
and I work as a warehouse- 
man in a factory in town. 
Right after I left high school 
I used to date a lot of girls, 
but for the last few years I’ve 
gotten out of the habit. I’m 
the kind of guy who'd rather 
save his money than waste it 
on a lot of cheap broads. 
Frankly, I usually get my 
rocks off reading HUSTLER. 

At this point you’re prob- 
ably thinking, “What’s this 
guy writing a Kinky Korner 
for?” Well, with Christmas 
approaching again I was re- 
minded of something that 
happened to me /ast Christ- 
mas. It was one of the most 
sexy and exciting episodes 
of my life, and I'd really like 
to share it with you. 

It was after work one eve- 
ning, six days shy of Christ- 
mas, and I’d been finishing 
my holiday shopping in one 
of the big department stores 
downtown. I always spend a 
lot on presents at this time of 
year (mainly because I don’t 
spend my money on any- 
thing else), and I’d bought a 
selection of gifts for my 
grandma. There was a thick 
Ohio blizzard blowing as I 
staggered through the foot- 
high snow in the parking lot 
to reach my car, and before I 
knew it I’d stumbled into 
somebody. She was a cute, 
slim blonde in her mid-20s, and she’d 
been carrying four or five big packages 
before I bumped her. Now they were 
laying in the snow. I immediately tried 
to help her pick them up, but as I was 
bending over next to her I lost my foot- 
ing and stumbled into her again. This 
time she fell ass over teakettle, and I fell 
on top of her! 

Naturally enough, she was beginning 
to get really pissed, so I helped her to 
her feet and insisted on carrying some of 
her packages. But when we got to her 
Mustang, we found it was blocked off by 
another car. The attendant was nowhere 
in sight, and the blonde almost began to 
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Illustration by Dan Kirk 


Kinky Korner is a column written by our readers—one person’s report 
on his or her personal kink. We do not necessarily support the validity 
of every statement made here or agree with the writer's opinions. Our 
purpose is to present honest sexual experiences that will help to open a 
healthy dialogue among our readers. HUSTLER pays $100 on publica- 
tion for eight-page, double-spaced (typed or neatly printed) 
manuscripts. Please include a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 


YULETIDE 
SURPRISE 


by Danny Benson 


cry. All she wanted to do was drive 
home and get out of her wet clothes. 

I’m not exactly Prince Valiant in 
situations like that, but I figured I ought 
to do something. So I apologized again 
and asked her if she’d like to have a hot 
drink and maybe some dinner with me. I 
told her I knew a restaurant nearby that 
always kept a big log fire burning, and 
she'd be able to dry off in comfort. She 
was cussing me out under her breath, 
but she finally agreed. The place was 
only a block away, and we walked there 
in silence. 

Standing by the fire with an Irish cof- 
fee in her hand, she began to thaw, both 


inside and out. It seemed 
like she needed someone to 
talk to, and I guess I was 
handy. It turned out she was 
a secretary, and she’d just 
broken up with her fiance. 
The prospect of Christmas 
without him was making her 
feel very depressed. But after 
a couple of drinks she agreed 
to have dinner with me, and 
cheered up considerably 
when I told her to order any- 
thing she liked. 

Sitting across the table 
from her, I was able to study 
her face more clearly. She 
was gorgeous, with fine, ash- 
blond hair, clear skin, a 
beautiful mouth and nose 
and one of the sexiest pairs 
of bedroom eyes—large and 
green—that I'd ever seen. 
And with her raincoat and 
blazer off, 1 could tell she 
had a dynamite pair of tits 
under her sweater. 

And she had an appetite 
to match them. She tore into 
the house specialty of lobster 
and steak as if she hadn’t 
eaten for a week. As a matter 
of fact, she hadn’t eaten 
much for several days. She 
told me that she’d been too 
depressed to cook for herself. 

We finished off a couple of 
bottles of wine during din- 
ner, and then settled down 
to some brandy-swigging 
after dessert. She was knock- 
ing down two to every one of 
mine, but still found time to 
tell me her life story. I wasn’t 
saying much. Most of the 
time I just nodded my head 
and tried to look interested. 

Soon she began to get sort 
of glassy-eyed and mellow, giggling at 
every damn thing I said as if it were the 
world’s greatest joke. Then she got a bit 
tearful again. She held my hand and told 
me that I was a true gentleman—the 
only one she’d ever met. All the other 
guys in her life were real bastards, but I 
truly cared about her. 

I knew this was the liquor talking, so I 
didn’t take it seriously. Still, it felt good 
to be complimented; I don’t get too 
many compliments at the warehouse. 
But you can imagine my surprise when 
her mood suddenly changed again to 
one of really hot and heavy horniness! 
We were sitting facing each other, and I 
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felt her leg rub against mine. She held 
on to my hands again, leaned in close 
and said, “You know what I want? I 
want you to take me to a motel and fuck 
me—right now!” 

Like I told you, I’m not the kind of 
guy that women come on to very much, 
but I figured what the hell! If she 
wanted me that badly, she could have me. 
I paid the bill and asked the maitre d’ to 
get me a cab. The blonde staggered off 
to the ladies’ room, and I took the op- 
portunity to call home and tell my ma 
that I was going to stay the night with a 
friend and play a little poker. In 15 
minutes my “friend” and I were in a 
motel room. 

The first thing she did was to fling 
herself down on the bed and ask me to 
undress her. The sweater came off easily 
enough, and so did her blouse, revealing 
those great tits that had caught my eye 
in the restaurant. I’d never seen breasts 
as good as those in my whole life— 
heavy yet firm, with pink nipples that 
grew erect and hard under my lips. 

The room was warm, and she began to 
glow with a light sweat between her tits. 
I might have been going too slowly for 
her, for she tugged impatiently at her 
skirt—I remember it ripped slightly as 
she pulled it off. Then down came her 
pantyhose and bikini bottom, and she 
rolled over onto her stomach, drew her 
knees up and wiggled her ass at me. 


I caught a brief glimpse of her pubic 
hair before she turned over—it was 
naturally blond and looked fantastic— 
and I really wanted to get my tongue in 
there and lick her till she cried uncle. 
But she was in no mood for niceties. She 
spread her legs, showing me her blond- 
fringed cunt again, and told me to fuck 
her hard. Her cunt was glistening with 
mingled love juice and sweat, and she 
wiggled her ass again impatiently as | 
pulled off my clothes. 

I hadn’t had a woman in months, and 
from the looks of my dick I was certainly 
overdue. It stuck straight out in front of 
me, long and hard, and I simply fol- 
lowed where it led. Gripping her firm- 
ly on each of her shapely little buns, I 
rammed my prick right in until my 
stomach hit ass. Screaming in delight, 
she began working her butt back against 
me. She was kind of small in there, and I 
could feel my tool hitting against the far 
end of her cunt, where the cervix begins. 
But she was too wet and slippery for me 
to do her any harm, and I banged her as 
hard and happily as I could while she 
squirmed and giggled under me. 

I was about ready to come when she 
suddenly pulled away. “Now do it in my 
ass,” she gasped, pulling her cheeks 
apart. To tell the truth, I’d never fucked 
anyone in the ass before, and I wasn’t 
too sure about how hard I should do it. 
But I didn’t need asking twice, so I 


“| want the bathroom this shade of pink.” 
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nuzzled my dick in toward her little 
puckered ring. 

As soon as it began to slide in I 
experienced the most mind-fucking sex- 
ual excitement of my life. Obviously 
this was something I’d been missing out 
on. I don’t know what it was—maybe 
the sensation of power and mastery that 
comes with slipping it up the Hershey 
Highway—but I had to stop and wait 
awhile or else I would have come in two 
seconds flat! She moaned in disap- 
pointment and stuck her butt up higher, 
and soon I was ramming my cock into 
her anus every bit as hard as I’d fucked 
her cunt. 

I was grunting and groaning and just 
about to blow my wad into her like a jet- 
powered enema when she suddenly be- 
gan to choke. I slowed down a bit to give 
her a chance to get her breath back, but 
she pulled my dick out of her with her 
hand. Her face turned white, and I 
thought for a second she was going to 
blow dinner all over the motel room. But 
she made it to the bathroom just in time, 
leaving me kneeling on the bed with a 
shit-coated dick in my hand. Well, shit 
or no shit, I wasn’t about to let the 
moment pass. A couple of quick 
squeezes, and I was shooting my jism all 
over her crumpled blouse and panties. 

In a few minutes she came back out, 
weaving slightly as she stepped across 
the room. She seemed sort of surprised 
to see me there, and we just looked at 
each other for a few seconds. I asked her 
if she felt OK, and she said she was fine 
and that I could use the bathroom. 

She said she didn’t want to take a 
shower with me, so I got up and went 
into the bathroom. As I waited for the 
shower to get hot enough, I heard her 
muttering something to herself. I was 
curious, so I stuck my head nearer to the 
open bathroom door. “Holy shit,” I 
heard her mumble. “You mean I was 
drunk enough to fuck him? I must be 
completely out of my mind....” As I 
stepped into the shower, I reminded 
myself that listening to what others say 
about you is always a mistake. 

When I got out she was gone, though 
she’d left behind her panties and blouse. 
I thought of keeping them, then decided 
that would be stupid. I felt bad for a 
while, but I soon cheered up. After all, 
I might never fuck a woman as good- 
looking as her again, and I’d enjoyed 
every moment of it while it lasted. And 
if the only reason that she had wanted to 
fuck me was her loneliness, well, that 
was OK by me. It was a square deal — 
she wanted something and so did I. And 
what I got out of it was a Yuletide sur- 
prise that sure beat any other Christmas 
present I’d ever had. & 


GAME 


(continued from page 106) 


nigras, but that, honest, she herself didn’t 
mind. (And I guess she didn’t, because 
she eventually left the party with our 
punt-returner, Clarence Jenkins.) Our 
quarterback, Gene McMichael, pro- 
moted himself a pair of 19-year-old iden- 
tical twins and disappeared very early. 
There were so many hookers around 
that, at any given time, the suite con- 
tained a real bare minimum of 3.2 acres 
of tit, all of it tanned. 

All in all, it was just your basic Super 
Bowl warm-up party. Who ever said that 
football doesn’t build character? 

Light workout on Saturday. I stuck 
around after practice and had Bones 
drain my knee. 

I avoided the parties that night. 
Instead, Barb and I sat in her room and 
smoked dope and talked. 

“Are you worried about the game?” 
she asked. 

“No,” I told her, and I wasn’t. We’d 
practiced and studied the game films 
and worked out and stayed in shape and 
played our guts out all season, and there 
wasn’t anything left. The next day 
would take care of itself. 

“What about the rest?” she con- 
tinued. “Your career, the future—all 
those things you have doubts about?” 

“Nope,” I said. “That’s all resolved.” 

She looked up at me in a funny sort of 
way. I hadn’t told her the full story 
about the knee, or about my deal with 
Bones, or about what I planned to tell 
Coach after the game, but she knew. 
Don’t ask me how; she just knew. 

“Come here,” I said, reaching toward 
her across the couch. I kissed her. 


Sunday afternoon. We all sat huddled in 
the locker room. We’d had our invo- 
cation, and Coach had given us his pep 
talk. I had an Absorbo pad as thick as 
my wrist on the knee, and a lot of tape 
around the pad, and the kneecap was 
shot full of Novocaine. I’d also taken a 
couple of greenies for good measure. 

“OK, you guys,” said Coach. “It’s 
that time.” 

We ran out of the locker room, 
through the corridor, out onto the field 
in the glare of the Miami sun. The 
crowd roared like a huge, predatory ani- 
mal, and I knew that Barb was up there 
somewhere. But I couldn’t see the 
stands or the sun or anything but the 
rest of the team and, across the field, the 
Rams in their blue jerseys and gold 
pants. For that brief moment it was just 
us and them in all the world, and I knew 
why I had come. 
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Dieasure Spols 


Pleasure Spots are delicious, sensual fragrances that will 
awaken your senses. Rub them on, and lick them off. Taste 
your love with these unique taste sensations guaranteed to 
heighten those sensuous moments. Imagine the excitement 
of searching for the three explicit flavors and the sheer 
delight of exhausting each sensation. Pleasure Spots . . . your 
partner will keep coming back for more 


P.0. Box 486, Pinedale, Calif. 93650 


Name 


Address 


City State Zip 


$9.95each Check or money order only 
Allow three weeks delivery 


MITCHELL BROTHERS’ 


VIDEOTAPES 


“Behind the Green Door” 
and “Resurrection of Eve"* 
$89 each Both tapes/Combined Price: $149 
100% GUARANTEE 


Inside Marilyn 
Chambers $89* 


Reckless Claudia $79 
Flesh Factory $79 


Autobiography Rabin’s Revenge $79 
of a Flea $89° Honeysuckle Divine, 
Sodom and Live! $99 
Gomorrah $89* Never a Tender Moment 
Joy of Letting Go $89 $129 starring 


Sip the Wine $89 

CB Mamas $79° Beyond de Sade 

Woman of the Night $79 $129 starring 

Easy Woman $79 Marilyn Chambers 

“Available in 8mm and super Bmm film at $39. All 8mm 
films are silent and 22 minutes tong 


OVER 250 TITLES AVAILABLE/ALL RATINGS 
CALL OR WRITE FOR CATALOGUE 
To Order: Send your check Mitchell ated Film Group 
Or money order for the cor- 895 O'Farrell Stre 
rect amount to: San Fraacisce, che 94109 
MASTER CHARGE / VISA ORDERS CALL 


(800) 227- 


In California | (415) 441-1930 
Prease i Cassette player or regular Bmmy/ sui 
mm tim Coltorn mers ade tn Sales tax. You must be 18 to order this 
product Please allow 6 weeks for delivery. 
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MAGAZINE REVIEW 
(continued from page 52) 


ultimate one-night stand among the 
gash glossies. 

Through the use of soft focus, props 
and other techniques, Publisher Bob 
Guccione and his photo staff have suc- 
ceeded in capturing the essence of their 
models’ sexuality. With her moist, pink 
cunt lips, thigh-high nylons and ex- 
pressions of pure delight, the Penthouse 
girl looks like she’ll die if you don’t ram 
your cock into her spread snatch. Even 
the soft-core hetero and lesbo couple 
layouts are horny enough to overcome 
their inherently faked quality. 

Editorially, Penthouse tends to con- 
centrate on muckraking exposes and 
coverage of current trends, and it con- 
tains some genuinely funny and out- 
rageous cartoons. Plus there’s always the 
infamous “Penthouse Forum,” consisting 
of letters detailing the supposedly “true 
erotic experiences” of hard-up readers 
who probably jerked off with one hand 
as they scribbled with the other. 

While Penthouse may not be the 
flashiest or the most literate men’s mag- 
azine around, it is certainly an effective 
purveyor of raw, erotic lust—and that’s 
reason enough to buy a copy and crack 
open a fresh box of Kleenex. 


PLAYBOY ($2.50 from Playboy Publica- 
tions, Inc., 919 North Michigan Avenue, 
Chicago, Illinois 60671) As a “total enter- 
tainment” package Playboy is the best in 
the business. It’s one men’s magazine 
I'd take with me on a week’s vacation to 
Guadeloupe. 

It features big-name fiction, top- 
notch articles on a wide range of sub- 
jects, superb illustrations, striking and 
inventive graphics, high-quality paper 
stock and the best photography any- 
where. Playboy caters to an affluent, chic 
audience, and its elitist, almost snobbish 
editorial stance is spearheaded by Hugh 
Hefner’s knee-jerk liberalism. 

However, for jerking-off, this maga- 
zine leaves something to be desired. 
True, the typical Playboy woman is 
invariably beautiful and built like a 
brick shithouse, but she also has an 
unappealing distant and antiseptic 
quality. Beating your meat over one of 
these cold cuties is like dipping your 
wick in Listerine. The lack of hot hetero 
couples or anything earthy or kinky also 
helps to make Playboy a beautiful but 
boring beat-off book. Buy it only if you 
intend to read it. 


HUSTLER ($2.95 from HUSTLER 
Magazine, Inc., 2029 Century Park East, 
Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 


90067) The publication that made gross 
a household word, HUSTLER has few 
pretentions. It goes right for your balls 
and twists them until you come all over 
your leg. In HUSTLER, the originator of 
the gyno-girlie pictorial featuring cooze- 
drenched pussy lips spread as far as 
medically possible, the women are the 
kind who look like they make a living by 
giving blowjobs in the back room of a 
bowling alley. These women are often 
teamed with big-cock studs who wave 
their tumescent, overgrown tools a 
pubic hair away from penetration. 

Larry Flynt, the world’s only born- 
again porn publisher, has aimed his 
magazine straight at the blue-collar 
worker. HUSTLER is for the people who 
love cartoons singing the praises of shit, 
piss and farts; sensationalist articles 
designed to be skimmed rather than 
read; and, of course, the omnipresent 
parade of pink pussy. Despite the fact 
that it’s printed on the glossiest paper 
stock in the business, HUSTLER is 
down-to-earth and unpretentious. If you 
want pure, unadulterated sex, this must 
be the place. 


OUI ($2.00 from Playboy Publications, 
Inc., 919 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, 
Illinois 60611) Flash, flash and more 
flash—a package with even more hype 
than its pipe-smoking father, Playboy. 
This magazine aspires to a more con- 
temporary, more “continental” image 
than its stick-up-the-ass parent. That is, 
the articles are trendier and schlockier; 
the nudes have smaller tits and often 
hail from France or Brazil instead of 
California; a hint of pink pussy lips 
occasionally peeks out from a curly 
bush; and the jerk-off pictures are 
grainier and sometimes a bit blurry. 
Personally, I like the Oui woman’s 
body type much better than that of the 
archetypal Playboy girl—big-breasted 
cows only make me thirsty for a glass of 
milk—but the lack of photographic 
clarity (without the aesthetic value of 
Penthouse’s famed soft focus) tends to 
hold my semen at bay. Overall, Oui 
seems to be trying much too hard to be 
cool and hip—like the pimply-faced kid 
next door who bombs up and down the 
block all night in his new Corvette. 


CHIC ($2.95 from CHIC Magazine, Inc, 
2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los 
Angeles, California 90067) Almost the di- 
rect opposite of the Playboy /Oui situa- 
tion, CHIC is Larry Flynt’s pseudo- 
classy alternative for people who can’t 
stop puking when they pick up a copy of 
HUSTLER. However, bringing a touch 
of class to a Flynt publication is like 

(continued on page 127) 
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We've broadened the scope of Mail-Order 
Feedback to include the lowdown on 
“straight” merchandise as well as on erotic 
goods. Suckers, as they say, are indeed born 
every minute, and it’s this column’s purpose 
to help you avoid being one. Write 
HUSTLER Mail-Order Feedback, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los An- 
geles, California 90067. 

Besides us, we suggest that you bitch about 
your mail-order burns to your local Better 
Business Bureau or the chief federal authori- 
ty—the Consumer Advocate Office, U.S. 
Postal Service, Washington, D.C. 20024. 


MOUSE HOLE 


For those of our readers who complain 
that smut flicks are boring, there’s 
always “Mice Torture,’ which Screw 
recently called “one of the 12 most dis- 
gusting 8mm loops of all time.” A sleazy 
character in a trench coat ties up an 
unattractive woman while his passive 
buddy looks on. After cutting away her 
black panties—snipping out some pubic 
hairs in the process—our friend gobbles 
her, then uses a riding crop to force his 
pal to do the same. The two of them 
dork her repeatedly and spurt gobs of 
jism in her face. Now that the foreplay is 
out of the way, the guy in the trench 
coat drops several mice onto the woman’s 
stomach. Then he produces a Plexiglas 
tube, one end of which he slides up the 
girl’s cunt. Headlong down the tube 
goes one of the mice, which disappears 
into the wild pink yonder. 

Any self-respecting film would fade 
out at this point. But the creeps who 
made “Mice Torture” have no class. A 
quick cut leaves us wondering what hap- 
pened to the adventurous mouse, while 
the movie jumps from dirty rodents to 
dirt roads. The trench-coated Willard is 
now having anal intercourse with his 
compliant buddy, who a minute later 
starts sucking on his master’s cock. The 
two of them then turn their attention 
back to the woman. One guy screws her 
while the other masturbates until he 
ejaculates in her face. 

We don’t know what type of weirdo 
goes for this kind of stuff, but if you can 
stomach this 300-foot reel of raunch, 
Kinematics, Inc. (708 Seventh Avenue, 
New York, New York 10036) will sell it 
to you for $40 postpaid. 


SWEET CANDY 


Candy has one of the most angelic faces 
in porndom. We first saw her as a Marie 
Osmond look-alike in a soft-core book 


Edited by Jim Dawson 


called Marie (Bits & Pieces, September 
1979), which Leyland, Inc. (317-A Wise 
Avenue, Baltimore, Maryland 21222) 
sells for $5. Then Leyland sent us Dis- 
cosex, an $8.50 magazine that shows 
Candy, now resembling Linda Ron- 
stadt, sucking and screwing in glorious 
hard-core, including a fold-out color 
shot of her slurping a throbbing cock. 
Leyland also sent along two recent 
Swedish Erotica films (#283 and #287) 
in which Candy hides her face in various 
crotches. They sell for $20 apiece or $35 
for both. 

Now old reliable Krow Enterprises, not 
to be outdone, has shipped us its latest 
batch of Collection films, and there in 
“Picnic (#67) is Candy, looking wide- 
eyed and sweeter than ever. Krow (P.O. 
Box 11114, Chicago, Illinois 60611) 
sells its Collection series in regular 
8mm only for $22 each, three for $63 
or five films for $100. 


GETTING LONGER 
Film Collectors Association (Box H134, 
Inglewood, California 90306) has added 
six new 400-foot films to its exclusive 
Dirty Movies line. “Oriental Massage” 
(DM 4001) and “Oriental Sucker” (DM 
4002) feature a girl who actually looks 
more Aztec than Asian. But she’s beauti- 
ful and performs well, whether she’s 
teaming up with another girl and a guy 
for 25 minutes of erotic tonguings (DM 
4001) or proving to three studs once and 
for all that Oriental pussy is not slanted 
(DM 4002). 

“Farrah’s Studs” (DM 4003) stars the 
familiar Rhonda Jo Petty, who made a 
name for herself as a Farrah Fawcett 
look-alike—although a few extra 
pounds and some visible black roots in a 
straighter hair-style have made this 
resemblance a thing of the past. “The 
Bath” (DM 4006) is distinguished by 
Celeste, who’s also made the rounds as 
Candy in the Erotica series. 

FCA is selling its Dirty Movie 4000 
series films in regular and Super 8mm 
for $29 apiece, three for $69 or all six for 
$129. Add $1 per film for insurance and 
first-class postage. You can’t go wrong 
with Dirty Movies. 


IMPORTED 
FROM EUROPE 


European Originals is a line of ten films 
offered by SSC Products (P.O. Box 09266, 
Cleveland, Ohio 44109). Quality varies 
and the color is generally not as good as 


in American films, but otherwise these 
loops are pleasers. “Hay Ride” shows 
the adventures of a priest and a bird- 
watcher who stumble across a chorus of 
chirping lovelies in the woods, and 
“Western Love” has everything you 
want in a smut western, including 
horses, sheriffs, saloons and whores. 
Both are 20-minute “featurettes” that 
SSC sells for $30 apiece or $50 for both. 
The rest have about ten minutes of view- 
ing time; they cost $20 apiece or three 
for $50. 

“Der Sexorzist” (103) is an animated 
film in which several horny devils prong 
an innocent girl to such heated passions 
that she has to call in a priest to cool her 
down. The animation in this German 
film is not up to Disney standards, and 
the plot doesn’t make much sense, but 
it’s certainly better than most of the stuff 
you see on Saturday-morning TV. 

Meanwhile, fans of director/producer 
Lasse Braun can choose from three Eu- 
ropean Originals, including ‘‘Penetra- 
tion” (106), in which a 72-year-old 
codger proves to two young girls that his 
dick is as hard as his arteries. 

It has been our observation that peo- 
ple who buy bestiality films generally do 
so as a one-time-only venture to satisfy 
their curiosity. For such curious souls 
the Danish film “Animal Orgy” (104) 
stars a peasant girl, her dog and a horse. 
Some folks might say she takes “going 
back to nature” a little too far! 

SSC sells European Originals in regular 
and Super 8mm. The company will send 
a brochure of its stock for $2, which sum 
can be applied to a future purchase. SSC 
emphasizes that it does not accept personal 
checks and does not accept orders from 
outside the U.S. 


WARNING! 
I want to buy some porn through the mail, 
but I don’t want to be a sucker. What should 
I avoid? —A. A. 
Southport, North Carolina 


Don’t let greed get the best of you. For 
example, Discount Distributors in L.A. 
says it has “hard-core films” and “porno 
imported magazines” at six for $5. 
Don’t be a schmuck. Hygienic Research 
Company in New York offers three “sex- 
saturated” books for $5.95. If you be- 
lieve you’re going to get what you want, 
you’re stupid. These firms seem to be 
rip-offs. Hard-core mags go for at_least 
$7; hard-core loops, at least $15. 
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CHOOSE YOUR PLEASURE 
| WITH OVER 


‘ADD “REEL” EROTIC VARIETY TO YOUR LIFE! 
“A.F.X. has demonstrated to us a true concern for 
their customers’ satisfaction.” 
—HUSTLER MAGAZINE 
Become a member of the most unique and X-citing 
lending library. Why pay $20, $30 or $35 for erotic 
pops Be tl Nt + vestige yo and discreetly 
them by mail. All films (regular and inti i 
super 8) are available from our HUGE library of pec by ere ponent may ig tno- 
over 4000 films for the mere cost of just postage lish, Greek or whatever you desire 
and handling ($3.00/film). Only one fully refunda- Rates from $5.00 up. Latest up-to-dat 
ble deposit necessary for life of membership. Bor- crater hB arcarthy Gahan cern. (Coast 


Brand new 
NATIONAL 
HOOKERS’ GUIDE 
lists Hookers’ names, 
addresses, phone numbers, 


ion. f its kind. 
row as often and as many films as you like. Begin intormation. Only complete directory 
to enjoy sensual relaxation in the privacy of your Choose your pleasure today! 95 State 
own home, reel after reel. Send $1 to cover the ENCOUNTER RESEARCH Box 521-HU 180 


cost of postage and handling for Free brochure, or Mu: Hill Sta., New York, N.Y. 10016 
just send $10.95 for one-year membership to: si Mt, 


A.F.X. Dept H-0280 
P.O. Box 344, Holbrook, New York 11741 


PHONE CLUB 


You will get 


LIVE sex talk with Tammy and her 
sexy friends as often as you like 


QUICK ? 


Forget those messy anesthetizing 
creams! You can learn to control 
yourself completely naturally through 
progressive expansion and contrac- 
tion of the penis and development of 
the“*PCG" muscles. Any man canlearn 
to last 10-20-30 minutes of continuous 
thrusting after a few weeks training 
with our vacuum exerciser. Hundreds 
of thousands in use. Introductory 
offer to new customers, only $14.95. Gi 
IORGAN-X, Box 30529, Los Angeles, CA 90030 


40-page book uf revealing photos 


new LIVE numbers monthly 


CALL NOW 
1-618-345-8550 


.2! Now — Order-taker waiting 


Imagine...a 


BLOW JOB 
any time you desire! 


Just close your eyes and make believe it's the girl you'd 
most like to have wrap her slithering tongue around the 
part of you that appreciates it most...sucking in her 
cheeks, pressing with her lips, teasing with her teeth, 
humming with her throat 


Now You Can Have It 
Any Time You Wish! 


And at a price less than half what you'd expect! It’s no 
secret. The FELLATRIX-G is a knock-off! The original was 
invented by a competitor of ours. He charges $24.95. By 
using computer technology we've learned to make the 
same kind of device for less than half. So now if you'd like 
to have that oral loving feeling any time you feel like it, you 
need not pay $24.95, because we charge only 


$9.95 


The FELLATRIX-G is so lifelike can give you the feeling aa 
real expert blowjob. It has a built-in electronic hummer to 
give you tiny tingles that send you up the wall. Any you 
control how fast it sucks and hums. ..go for a quickie, or 
make it last all night. So if you want a blowjob and can't 
wait till she gets in the mood, you need the FELLATRIX-G 
right now! 


Name 

Address 

City State Zip = 

Please send___ FELLATRIX-Gs @$9.95ea. $ 

Also send___tubes of Lubri-gei @ $2 ea $ 

In California add 6% sales tax... $ Deluxe FELLATRIX-G....$9.95 

Add $1.00 for postage & packaging................ $ 1.00 (Easy to Keep Ciean/Lasts for Years) 

Total AMOUNE ENCIOSED..........seccesrererrensereerennee C—O (Like Woon Salvenr's2 ex 
O Cash O Check O Money Order Sate 2 
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ONLY $/4.95 


CUM TOO i 


cenple BE CAUGHT SHORT 
“To Your PENIS! 


Join the thousands of satisfied customers who use the “PERFECT 
EXTENSION” and found these advantages: WEARING COMFORT: A smooth 
semi-rigid inner sleeve! HEAVY DUTY HARNESS: Won't slip while in use! 
ENTRY COMFORT: A soft, spongy feel-of-flesh outer “skin” that actually 
yields and conforms to the natural shape of the vagina! 


FURM, SEME-AIGIO, INNER SLEEVE 


The 
EXTENSION 


The closest reproduction of the real thing yet devised by man. 
Thousands sold at $24.95. Available now for only 


$14.95 


THERAPEUTIC PRODUCTS 
Dept. 4304, 6311 Yucca St. Hollywood, Ca, 90028 


MASTURBATE? 
We ALL Do! 
Use Artificial 

Pussies? 

Many Do! 
Triple Your Pleasure 
With 
HAND JOB"! 


Put on hands, cock, clit, etc. and 
get ready for the greatest trip of 
your life! 


Secret Formula 
Sensitizes nerve endings 
Intensifies sensations 
Looks, feels, smells like 
pussy juice 


Great gift for Horny Friends 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 


SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER 
SEND $5.00 for 50 APPLICATIONS 


F.F. INTERNATIONAL 
65 ROCHESTER BLVD. 
P.O. BOX 23016 
ROCHESTER, N.Y. 14692 


BEST BY MAIL 


Rates: Write National, Box 5, Sarasota Fi. 33578 
*RENT A Date! E America! el 
{Decuctebie) *Hotline (212) 461-2421, t212) 359-6273, (212) 
*BE A RENT-A-Date girt! Anonymously-Everywhere! 
Earn! Call (refundable) *Hotline: (212) 461-2421, (212) 
359-6273, (212) 461-6091 Now! Or, send profile & phone 
+ to, Hotline, Box 1018, Flushing, N.Y. 11352 
BEEN Cheated on photos? Not here. Amateur taken, 
$1.50 ea. — $7.00 minimum + SASE. Inquire for spe- 
cial poses and subiect. No SASE, no answer, If afraid 
ripoff, will provide phone number. RJ, Box 646, 
LaPuente, Ca. 91747 
INCREASE height! Detaiis 35¢. Tall-Up (20011), Box 
32307, Louisville, Ky. 40232 
COLLEGE Students! Improve your grades. Send $1.00 
for 35épage, termpaper catalog. 10,250 available. 
Box 25918(HS), Los Angeles, Ca. 90025. (213) 477-8226. 
EASY pee be mailing letters. Cashkings, Box 
485(A), Randolph, Ma. 02368 
SELF Hypnosis Cassettes. Positive results! Sexual dys- 
function, women (frigidity), men (impotent, premature 
climax) specify. $10.00 each. Meldon Distributors, Box 
479, Monett, Mo. 65708 
$180.00 WEEKLY Mailing Circulars!! 
Rt. 2(H1), Moberly, Mo. 65270 
GIANT Screen TV’s made in Texas are bigger and_bet- 
ter (naturally). Super-Vision, Box 36251, Dallas, Tx. 75235 
GUARANTEED $60,000 in one month. Max Cummings, 
Box 1316, Pampa, Tx. 79065 


PERSONAL MISCELLANEOUS 

sual, sophisti- 
. Inquire: Plamates, 
Box 3355, York, Pa, 17402. 1-717-848-1408, or P.O. Box 
4402, Mountain View, Ca. 94040. 1-415-961-8135. 
PROSTITUTES directory! Details $1.00. Directory 
(20012), Box 426, Dayton, Oh. 45401 
NUDE beaches, resorts, bordellos, swing clubs, USA 
and worldwide. Free details. Fun Club, Box 432(H17), 
Bellflower, Ca. 90706 
“DATE Desirable Singles Anywhere!’’ Loveunlimited, 
Box 18379(HU), Memphis, 38118 - (901) 795-0226 
IMPOTENCE Cured! No pills, gimmicks, Real medical 
answers. $5.00. Box 30586, Dallas: 75230 
FREE Giant Sex catalog, 1000 items! Airmailed, $1.00. 
Clitton’s Box _1068(H2), Saugus, Ca. 9135) __ 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED! Seven-inch cordless 
bullet shaped vibrators, $3.50 each. Swartz, PO Box 
1335, Laurel, Ms. 39440 
ORIENTAL Girls, nude jumbo color close-up photos, 
$2.00. Command, Box 4787(G), Winter Park, Fi. 32793 
JAPANESE Girls Make wonderful wives. Let us intro- 
duce you to an unspoiled Oriental Beauty. $2.00 brings 
photos, descriptions, application. Japan International, 
Box 156(HU), Carnelian Bay, Ca. 95711 
SEX THERAPY: Worid’s newest profession; part-time 
or career. Now cor e therapist certification 
Program, Training, 6702 Biscayne, Miami, Fi. 33138 
’S Swinging Group now accepts men! Carolyn, 
Box 2375-H, Sarasota, 33578 
SWINGERS Bulletin. Honest, discreet. Rush $6.00. 
S & B, Box 35(B), Orland Park, 11, 60462 
MARRIAGE: 920 Ladies Photos Catalog 
Box 737, Ft. Lauderdale, Fi. 33302 


Q 
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$1.00, 


friendship, marriage. Details free! 
Box 110660/H, Berlin 11, West Germany 

HAVE pretty girls write to . Big list. Sample photo. 
Rush stamp. Joni‘s, Box (N), Atlanta, Ga. 30320 


FABULOUS Photo-Centerfolds, 16x20 color enlargements. 

Send 35 MM color negatives, slides, $9.95, $2.00 shipping: 

Photomasters, 11337 SW 111 St., Miami, 33176 

OVERSEXED gals need men with cars! Details $1.00. 

TRA, Box 7425(HC), Chicago, Il. 60680 

XXX RATED! Paperback written off restroom walls! 

Original graffiti. Great party entertainment. $3.50. 

Specht, Box 1012, Carisbad, Ca. 92008 

BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Oriental sirls needing American 
-friends. Free details, “actual photos. World, Box 
6é-HUST, San Diego, Ca. 92103 

PENIS Power! Completely subdue her with multiple, 

rapid-fire ejaculations. Report, 424 Colorado Ave., 

Stuart, Fl. 33494 

BETTY’S sex tapes. Brochure 25¢. P.O. 2269(H), Santa 

Clara, Ca. 95051 

SWEDISH girls for sex, love, friendship. Call Ingrid. 

312-262-9800. Write: Box 338(HN), Wilmette, II. 60091 

BEAUTIFUL girls want you. Details $1.00. Interworld, 

Box 27154(AH), S.L.C., Ut. 84125 

SINGLE girls want to meet you. Call me. Tracy, 

312-262-9800. 

MAKE her purrt Swedish love secrets, $2.00. Secrets, 

Box 40033, Tuscon, Az. 85733 

SEX DISCOUNT Supermarket. Huge discounts on all sex 

products. $2.00 (refundable) brings detailed discounted 

catalogue. Martin J. Paul International, 210 Fifth Ave., 

$-1102, N.Y. 10010 

BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN girls! Introductions! Photos, 

information free. Latins, Box 1716(HS), Chula Vista, 

Ca, 92012 

PRETTY sirls write you! Free details! Matchmaker, 

Box 585(H), Morrow, Ga. 30260 


MAKE LOVE more and worry less later when yo 

wear the legendary Hand and Horn “‘Malocchio” Neck- 

lace. Treasured for centuries by hot blooded Italians to 

also ward off evil eyes & bring good luck. Beautiful 

od finish Hand and Horn Necklace $3. ppd. Wonderful 

gis. Pair_ for $5. Dolphin House, 1501 Dolphin St., 
rasota, Fla. 33577 


CLASSIFIEDS PAY! Free rate folio of classified 
in over 300 magazines, news- 
Leityaay Mail Order Classified, 


c 


Original, Unexpurgated 
European Editions! 


‘You'll soon see why world travelers have 
been smuggling books like these into the 
U.S.A. for years. The sexiest men and wo- 
men in Europe are captured in their most 
intimate and erotic moments by top Inter- 
national Photographers. Each of these 4 
books is the original European edition, not 
a word or picture has been changed! These 
are not translations. Each is fully packed 
with truly revealing and provocative close- 
ups, almost all of them in full-color, And 
each book offers you a very special “point of 
view’’—from breasts to asses, from couples to 
threesomes. These are truly the perfect bed- 
time companions to inspire your dreams and 
arouse your lovers! 


ALL 4 BOOKS 
Just $9.95 


YOUNG LOVERS—58 explicit full-color plates 
show a young couple explore every aspect of human 
sexuality! 

BREASTS AND MORE BREASTS-~—If large, 
fully-rounded, pneumatic breasts are your delight, 
this book is a mouthful! 


BOTTOMS UP—The sexiest, most beautiful 
young girls in Europe “turn their backs on you” to 
display the most impertinent, round and buoyantly 
beautiful bottoms you'll ever see! 


WOMEN AT PLAY—Three beautiful young 
girls perform every trick in the book as they show 
you what horny fun and sex-crazed lust is really all 
about! 


I you've been reluctant to purchase 
sexual aids through the mail, the 
Xandria Collection would like to offer you 
two things that may change your mind: 


1. A guarantee 
2. Another quarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. 
Should you decide to order our cata- 
logue or products, your transaction will 
be held in the strictest confidence 

Your name will never (never) be used 
for additional mailings or solicitations. 
Nor will it be sold or given to any other 
conver. And everything we ship to you 

Poly | packaged, securely wrapped, 
wit out the slightest indication of its con- 
tents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfac- 
tion. Everything offered in the Xandria 
Collection is the result of extensive 
research and real-life testing. We are so 
certain that the risk of disappointment 
has been eliminated from our products, 
that we can actually quarantee your satis- 
faction—or your money promptly, un- 
questioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of 
sexual aids. It includes the finest and 
most effective devices available from 
around the world. Devices that can open 
new doors to sexual gratification (perhaps 


COLLECTOR'S EROTIC BOOK FAIR! 


Sexual Aids: 


Valentine Products, Inc. Dept. GM-127 
P.O. Box 5200, FDR Station, 
N.Y., N.Y. 10022 


Gentlemen: ‘ s 
Please rush me my European Collector's Set 


of 4 books for just $9.95. I have enclosed my 
check or money order for just $9.95 plus 
$1.00 postage and handling. If they aren't 
everything I hope they'll be I can return 
them in 14 days for a complete refund. No 
questions asked. (Code 019) 


Name 


Signature 
(Lam over 18 years of age) 


Sel 3 
City State———_—————_7i p——__—_ 
© 1979 V.P.I. 

Canadian residents send orders to Valentine Products, Inc., 
P.O. Box 4077, Postal Station "A," Toronto M5W2A6 


tion ut es 
i Ply them 
without 


isappointment. 
many doors you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple 
to the delightfully complex. They are de- 
signed for both the timid and the bold. 
For anyone who’ ever wished there could 
be something more to their sex life. 

If you're prepared to intensify your 
own sexual pleasure, then by all means 
send for the Xandria Collection cat- 
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars 
which is applied in full to your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely 
nothing to lose. And an entirely new world 
of enjoyment to gain 


The Xandria Collection 
Dept. H-01 

P.O. Box 31039 

San Francisco, CA 94131 


Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the 
Xandria Collection catalogue. Enclosed is my check 
or money order for three dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase 


Name 


City 


State 


Zip 


Our catalogue and products are sent only to adults 
over the age of 21 Your age and signature are 
needed below 


lam years old 


| 
| 
I 
| 
| 
| 
| 
Address | 
| 
| 
I 
! 
| 
| 
| 


Signed 


ih eS 
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(SMALL PENIS? | | 3125: yor pet rocks werein, 
[ERECTION PROBLEMS?! | 2 thi y 


LINGA-100 is the pure, natural laboratory blend designed to 
actually enlarge the penis and induce & maintain multiple, long 
| term erections. LINGA-100 allows a more intense, deeply satis- 
| tying male climax while developing sexual power, physical 
strength and mental alertness. LINGA-100 was developed by top 
Swiss scientists involved in natural sex hormone research 
| Thousands of European men have experienced dramatic results 


| CHARACTERS 
| 
| 
| 
Impotency overcome. increases in organ size of one-to-two | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


IN WILOLY FUNN 
EXAGGERATED 


is coming 
out 
but arm pits don’t count! 


| inches not uncommon. LINGA- 100 is perfect for the older man’s 
problems. Studies reveal women definitely consider the penis as 
the real measure of the man. Let LINGA-100 increase your 
Sexual power and size. Only $8.95 postpaid. Order now! 


No... the hairs must lie 
between the thighs to be specimens 
in the Pubic Hair Club! And you 
are personally responsible for doing 
the plucking. Pubic hairs found on 
toilet seats, urinals or in unwashed 
underwear ARE NOT ACCEPTED.. 
You'll be on your honor — no 
cheating. 

Interested? Well just listen to 
what each new Pubic Hair Club 
member receives. 

e Certified member's Point 
System for evaluating pubic 
hair quality (color, length, 
texture, character, etc.) and 
collecting technique (with 
fingers, teeth, tongue, etc.) 
You'll be the judge of your 
own private beauty pageant! 


Pubic Hair Club membership 
card; asking for pubic hair 
contributions made simple, 
just show them your card! 

e Clear plastic collector’s box; 
View without damaging your 


| EUROPEAN MEDICAL LAB 
| Dept. 570 Box 7057 BURBANK, CA 91510 


Sroe PALOO 
oOTiuLy A a 
gerry 0 woot 


Free brochures on other penis enlargers on request 
No “Linga-100" brochure is available 


RAW SEX 


: i} ig 
CARTCO. DEPT Sour v CALONDE, BANG 


We are the only uncensored 
zine in the U.S. 
Each issue of The Sinners carries 
hundreds & hundreds of uncen- 
sored photographs & Pe sonal 


OF ADULT MAGAZINES! 


Zp. 100 GOOD = TRUE? 


WE'D LIKE TO GET YOU 
a IN OUR PRODUCTS, 
SO... WE'LL START YOU OFF WITH 
FIFTY BUCKS WORTH OF ABSOLUTELY 
DYNAMITE MAGAZINES PLUS OUR 
GIANT CATALOG WHICH ENTITLES YOU 
TO CHOOSE MANY MORE SUBJECTS AT 
SAVINGS OF UP TO 70% 
HURRY, SUPPLY IS LIMITED!!! 
PLEASE ENCLOSE *3 POSTAGE (WHICH 
WE'LL REFUND ON YOUR 1 st ORDER) 


COLOR /S5it DIFFERENT FILMS 
OVIES/ You. w 4 5 

SHOW TIME, Dats HU29 

6311 Yucca St., LA., Calif. 90028 


ads of our 


Ct veagrean guys who want * meet 
& swing with you pe can be 
found in each issue. 
Send for FREE ry 
details & / 

sampl e/ 


4 S 
ads! f se 
ads Fz 


SS, 
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RIO-CAMINO CORP. 8 Dept. H 


i 4 collection. (Especially that 
4 P.O. Box 3497 @ Phila., Pa. 19122 ’ prize winning soft. blonde 
; Nerve ft virgin’s hair) 
§ Address q e And, as a bonus — the Belly 
; i} Button Fuzz kit for the un- 
- City State___Zip i initiated collector. 
§ Signature - Start your climb to national er rout Cobmon te 
i 1 acclaim in the Pubic Hair Pluckers’ NEW HORIZONS Box 
Age Madison Square Post Office, New York, N.Y. 10010 


World Book of Records by joining 
today! 

The Pubic Hair Club membership 
is the latest in conversational-type 
products. It’s a unique idea for you 
and always gets a reaction as a gift. 
Think of someone at Christmas. 


a like 


“GIRL 
+i NEX T 


Please send_____ Pubic Hair 
Club kit(s) at $5.00 each plus 50¢ 
postage and handling to: 


P & H Company, P.O. Bex 1643 
Pompano Beach, Florida 33061 


page after page of explicit exciting sexual 
techni ques with answers in words 

and pictures to achieve a__ 

more satistying —== 
sex life. You'll 


= YDOOR 


. except!'li do ~ =! to please aman. You 


— HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAI 
. 
8N19 YIVH DIGNd — N19 YIVH DI8Nd — 8N19 YIVH DIGNd — N19 YIVH DIGNd — 8N19 YIVH DISNd — N19 YIVH DIGNd — N19 YIVH DIGNd — SN TO YIVH DIENd — aN 


can see I'm pretty young, but I've learned a lot — pore dni 
“in school."’ If you'd like to see what | can do to couples photo- 
light your fire, send $2 for a personal letter and EIEN ee oud 
some very private pictures | had my girfriend tit intercourse 
take just for you. Write to. . Cathy Baker, y You must state 
P.O. Box 855-112 Dealer Inquiries Invited te yrs of ane. V0 
SSeS PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB - | ~Piatinum Press Co. Box 321 Dept. Hi) N.Y. N¥.10016 
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OVERCOME 
. 


YOUR SEX 
PROBLEMS 


with our tested 
K | 


and proven 
sa lacebo 
NEW ephebtisiocs! 
POTENT 
FORMULAS! 


STIM-U-LATE 
O Creates uncontrolable sexual desire in men and 
women with no harmful effects. After taking, tiny par- 
ticles of this imported spice find their way into the 
urinary tract and safely and effectively stimulates the 
sexual organs of both sexes. Mixes unnoticed in food 
or drink. A sure-fire way to boost your make-out 
score only $5 
ERECTOS 

©) Achieve the largest natural erection possible. Give 
her the thrills only a large stud-size organ can 
“ERECTOS” can make your sex life bigger and better 
no matter how good it is now. Produces a larger, more 
powerful erection. Age makes no difference. Use with 


“STUD POWER" for the largest erection and super 
staying power only $5 
STUD POWER 


O Never leave her unsatisfied. Stops premature 
ejaculation. Aids a longer, more powerful erection 
Puts you in complete control Used and endorsed by 
top male porno stars, Harry Reems and John Holmes 
Get into hot, heavy action with our most popular item 
Use with “ERECTOS” for hours of continuous sex 
sessions only $5 
SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICES! 

() for extra savings order all 3 boxes only $10 


PROBLEMS Dept 4304 Suite 609 
6255 Sunset BI., Hollywood, CA 90028 


INFLATE WITH AIR OR WATER 


Close your eyes and put 

your finger in it. You'll 

swear it's the real thing 

So lifelike and supple, you 

may never want anything 

else. Inflate with air or warm 

water, adjust for “‘tightness."" Thousands of men 
have paid up to $25 for artificial vaginas not 
half as lifelike as this one. New design break- 
thru lets us offer this unique pleaser for only $5 
..$10 with vibrating option. Order today from... 


LIFETIME PRODUCTS 


30529 Terminal Annex, Los Angeles, Ca. 90030 


® RECEIVE BOTH ITEMS ’ 
8 ABSOLUTELY FREE WHEN YOU 


H Der 

POR EE oxic 

BREE sinc color 

’ 

: ae ; . r ORGYS - GROUPS 
t WIE, rae 

' WE s Box 85051 

; CALIFORNIA 90072 @ 


Have you ever envied those who 
had them...erect measurements of 
9, 10, even 11 inches. We wish we 
could promise you that 11-inch 
equivalent of the Hewbrew National 
Salami, though we'd be lying if we 
did. But if you are average hung WE 
CAN AND DO promise you at least 
an &inch ram-rod in less than 8 
weeks. Won't she be surprised 2 
when she sees it? And won't you feel ten times the 
man you used to be when you slide it in and reach 
the end? SAFE TO USE. No drugs to take, no lead 
weights to wear, no anesthetizing creams to use. And 
the most amazing part is the price...only $7.95. 
Imagine, an 8-or-more-inch cock in 8 weeks or less 
for just $7.95...practically nothing when compared 
= the pleasure you and your partner will derive from 
DON’T WAIT. The sooner you get started the 
petites you'll have your new giant ram-rod. Send 
$7.95 plus $1 postage and handling to: 

EXER-TONE-PLUS, Box 55093, Sherman Oaks, CA 9141 


WANNA SEE THE “HOLE” THING? 

. then let's not beat 
around the bush, or 
let's do! I'm inviting 
you to share my wan- 
ton nature and sen- 
suous secrets. If 
your curiosity is “up” 
all it takes is $3.00 
and a self-addressed 
stamped envelope 
for a prompt reply 
with my _ exciting 
color photo. Write 
to: Patricia Renna— 
P.O. Box 461H, Lyn- 
brook, N.Y. 11563. 


I hope you rise to the occasion! 


penises ... 
tion... 


This table shows the actual figures from Dr. 
Richards’ study: 
Number showing enlargement 


Average increase length .......... 
Average increase in circumference 15.88% 


CASE NO CASE NO CASE NO 
1 3 17 


iM; 
AFTER 


Niel biaak 


BEFORE 


BEFORE I Sehr’ AFTER | AFT ca 


The three cases ilustrated hore are examples taken trom studies done in England by De 
Ficnards and other researchers worlung on pers entargement. Thew work i discussed 
etal mm the new book THE PENIS. whch grves Or Richards’ results #) anole. direct 

language that the ixyman can understand mn everyday terms illustration Py 137 L 


the act of sexual intercourse ... 
With the precision that only a medical clinician could have, Dr. 
Richards explains to you the new method of penis enlargement 
that has been acclaimed as the most successful! 


SEX-SATURATED 
Porno Book Special 


Pegen* 2 any 


$5°° 


add 41.00PEH 


Value $25.00 


Noe right before your eyes! Now you 
can enjoy over and over again 
intimacies with over-sex girls, nymphos, 
lesbians, oral sex acts, orgies 

and every erotic perversion you ever 
dreamed of.Page after page of 
UNCENSORE CLOSE. UP PHOTOS 
of the most famous stars and models 
in the world of flesh.Order now and 
save $$$ while quantities last. 


i 
Ht | 


noooooo 
ig 
; 
| 


Special Bonus: add $2.00 P&H 
Any 7 books ($35.00 value) 
only $10.95 (Save $27.05) 
All 14 books ($70.00 value) 
only $19.95 (Save $57.05) 
FREE! FREE! FREE! 
Erotic photo illustrated catalog of sexual aids and 
novelties with every order. Each . a turn-on to new 
exciting sexual adventure. You Must Be Over 21 to Order. 
Hygienic Research Co Box 213 
New York N.Y. 10016 


SETA 


Dept HP1 


Dr. Brian Richards tells all about “THE PENIS” 


Dr. Richards answers with a resounding YES to those who want 
to know whether a big penis matters to a woman searching for 
complete sexual fulfillment. 


In his remarkable new book THE PENIS, Dr. Richards takes you 
into the world of male and female sexual fantasies about big 
covers the history of the large penis in fact and fic- 
and explains the effects of a big penis on women during 


and much, much more! 


You'll learn more about the psychology of 


the big penis ... better ways to use it in love- 
making ... why masturbation is OK ... what 
to do about premature ejaculation ... and 


more! Code #091 only $9.95 


Dept. HB-411 
P.O. Box 5200, FDR Station, N_Y., N.Y. 10022 
Enclosed you will find my check or 
money order for $9.95 plus $1 for postage and 
handling. | believe that it is time to end the uncer- 
tainty and ignorance that has been clouding 
these most important sexual matters. Please 
rush me my copy of Dr. Brian Richards’ startling 
expose, The Penis, immediately. (091) 


Name _ ~ — 
Signature _ = e 7 = 

(lam over 18 years of age 
Address = 
City _ State Zip 


Canadian residents send orders to Valentine Products 
Inc., P.O. Box 4077, Postal Station “A.” Toronto MSW2A6 
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| MOVIE 
EE: PROJECTOR 


FR 
6 


WITH PURCHASE OF 
ANY COLOR 
i STAGS 


Ol. Sex School 
02. Dirty Orgy 
O3. Deep Sucker 1 
04. Mom's Gang I 
O85. Virgin Sex 
O86. Orgy Passion i 
7. Hot Tarts 

08. Gang Rape | 
50¢ Per Film! § 


g Mail Wholesale Box 85006 L.A.. CA 90072 § 


WITH PROJECTOR 0 $5.95 ea. O All 8 $40 
J WITHOUT PROJECTOR 0 $2.95 ea. O All 8 $20 


ERECTION PROBLEMS? 
An agency of the U.S. Govt. has declared that we 


may not claim amelioration of impotency, and we 
make no such claim. But we can tell you the govt 
isn't God, that herbal remedies are widely accepted 
in other cultures, and native Indians discovered so 
called “miracle drugs” in nature centuries ago | 
like ASPIRIN in birch bark, QUININE in chinchona, | 
DIGITALIS in foxgliove. But their big discovery was 
DAMIANA, which they used as a stimulant for long, 
powerful erections. Now we have combined 
damiana with two other herbs of like repute to 
formulate our SUPER MALE TONIC. It doesn’t work 
| for everyone, but we have thousands of repeat 
feacustomers.|f you have erection worries 
& of just want to improve your erection 
power, you certainly won't be sorry 
you tried it. Send for it today 
© 60 capsules, 200 mg...$ 8.95 
© 180 capsules (save $6.90)...$19.95 
(For Air Shipment, add $1 for reg. 
order, $2 for large order) 
ORGO-PHARM, DEPT. k388 
— S—= Box 30529, Los Angeles, CA 90030 | 


0 bad that all 113 pounds 
of me cries out to be 
crammed full of your love. 
Are you man enough for 
me? If you think so, I'll 


send you 8 photos of me 
nude, posed just the way 
you'd want me. Please 
‘jenclose $3 to cover the 
‘icosts. Please hurry! 
DEBBIE GREENE, 
P.O, Box 483- N7 
Bridgeport, Ohio 43912 
(P.S. I'm not a pro, but a 
real small town girl with 
an itch for the big time.) 
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ORIENTAL PHARMACALS 
THAT REALLY WORK! 
Sexual difficulties such as: FAILURE TO RAISE AN ERECTION 
UNRESPONSIVE OR COLD WOMEN LACK OF SEXUAL 
ENERGY CUMMING TOO FAST and LACK OF STAYING 
POWER are not considered problems at all by the Chinese! THE 
CHINESE HAVE PILLS AND REMEDIES FORMULATED AND AT 
HAND TO OVERCOME THESE DIFFICULTIES THE MOMENT 
THEY OCCUR, as easily as we take aspirin for a headache! Only 
now have these Chinese SEX POTIONS and REMEDIES been 
analyzed and exactly duplicated! 
placebo LING SU 
Chinese Penis Lengthening Creme: Makes the smallest penis “loosen 
up” —hang down long and thick and gradually become much larger 
when erect. Certainly an Oriental secret Western man has been 
waiting for! 
0 30 days supply $6 2 90 days supply $12 


ersatt MUI TO DAT GOW 
Chinese “Spanish Fly” Capsules: We could think of no better trans 
lation to describe the effect of these capsules than Spanish Fly 
They create an uncontrollable desire for immediate sexual grat 


ification in both men and women 
Sexual organs are excited to fever pitch 
Spanish Fly, yet just as effective 
C30 days supply $6 £90 days supply $12 
placebo WEN FAT DAK 
Chinese Erection Capsules: The solution for men who want the largest 
erection possible and the ability to maintain it—even after one or 
more climaxes Lets you enjoy non-stop love- making like a real 
Stud, amaze any woman with your incredible virility 
1 30 days supply $6 €) 90 days supply $12 
SPECIAL BIG SAVINGS OFFER! 
Mix or Match 
O any three 30 day OC any three 90 day 
supply only $10 (save$s) | supply only $20 (save$16) 


ASIAIMPORTS Dept. 4304 
7471 Melrose Ave., Los Angeles, Ca. 90046 


Moments after taking. the 
Sater by far than actual 


NEW & DIFFERENT 


TURN-EM-ON PRODUCTS! 


NO 
PRESCRIPTION 
NEEDED 


LEGAL 
, SAFE TO USE 


a 


SEXUAL SEDUCERS 


Here are 6 placebo aphrodssiacs and sex stimulants that can make all your 
Sex fantasies come true. Now you can put her and yourself in the mood for 
lovin’ . .. quichly, easily and anytime you want. Before you buy—try any or 
all TRIAL SIZE PACKAGES of our 6 powerful, get-em-hot and heep-'em-hot 
SUREFIRE SEDUCERS! for her 
OCOHUMPER HELPER. Just a pinch will make her juices flow. Get 
ready for action. Humpers work fast and last for hours. 
Trial size package only $3 
COIMDUCERS. No matter how shy or frigid she is—this placebo 
will turn her into a balling broad. 
Trial size package only $3 
CO HOT STUFF. Give her one of these, and in no time at all you'll 
be part of one long screwing session. Try one yourself. 
Trial size package only $3 
OC BALL-ALL. A placebo that will make her wet, horny and hungry 
for all the humping she can get. You'd better be prepared for 
this one! Trial size package only $3 
for HIM 
COSUPERCOCK. Take just one and you can hang in there as long 
as you want and make the girls rave about your performance 
Trial size package only $3 
CO ERECTION PILLS. Take one... relax. . then watch out for 
one helluva long, hard and ready-to-go hard-on! 
Trial size package only $3 


BUY ANY ASSORTMENT & SAVE! 
ANY THREE $6 ANY SIX ONLY $10 


send to: ACTION LABORATORIES Dept 4304 
7471 Melrose Ave. Los Angeles, Calif. 90046 


The VIBRO LOVE AID is possibly the greatest improve- 
ment in marital aids in the past ten years. Aside from the 
incredibly life-like detailed appearance, the VIBRO LOVE 
AID is filled with sponge rubber and covered with pure 
latex rubber to give it firmness yet flexibility for true 
comfort. The variable speed vibrating unit is fully encased 


within the base of the device with the control knob located 
at the extreme base. The unit is powered by two AA Pen- 
lite batteries (not included). See cut-away drawing for 
superior construction. Outside diameter 1‘. Shaft length 
6%. Overall length 8%. Stock No.1175 $19.95 ea. 
Therapeutic Products, Dept. N4304, 6311 Yucca St., 
Hollywood, Ca. 90028. 


NEW 


Improved! 


FOR A LONGER, THICKER 
HARDER PENIS 


Yes, this device is screntifically desipn- 
ed to enlarge your penis. |t can develop 
those muscles size and 
slay ne Dp wer during 
Ours? and the strength 

during climax Sensat 

action with every use! 
elling elsewhere hur $29 9% 
send to ERIN Utd 


6311 Yucca St 


which contro 
firmness ct nter- 


f ejaculation 
nal massaging 


.$14.95 
Dept 4304 
Hollywood. CA 90028 


* Thee! Total SEX ACTION photo set! 

BOLD, and SIZZLING! See it all! 
*Shee'GIANT 50-page color ILLUSTRATED 
catalog! 100's of photos slides .sex 
aids and films, magazines, books, 
devices-AT DISCOUNT PRICES! 


«Thee! GIFT certificate worth many $$$! 


* 


* 


o 


Adults 21 or over (state age) 


Send$1 for pstg & hndlg to: 


Parker Sales Co., Dept Hu: 
Box 203, Forest Hills, N.Y. 11375. 


a fi 


MAGAZINE REVIEW 
(continued from page 116) 


tying a silk ribbon around a piece of 
shit. CHIC features dripping-wet, gap- 
ing cunt lips on virtually every page, 
just like its big brother, and it likewise 
teams its girls with semi-erect studs. 

The articles are appropriately trendy 
and superficial, but the layouts are 
flashy and often inventive. CHIC is 
printed on the same high-class paper 
stock that HUSTLER is, and it tries very 
hard to be sophisticated, but fails be- 
cause of Flynt’s barnyard humor. 


HIGH SOCIETY ($2.50 from High 
Society Magazine, Inc., 801 Second Avenue, 
New York, New York 10017) What other 
men’s magazine features its publisher’s 
spread pussy lips in nearly every issue? 
Such is the case with High Society, whose 
head honcho is Gloria Leonard, a dear 
friend and totally sexual being. She is all 
over her magazine—in her letters col- 
umn, in ads, in nude-features and even 
in a crude cartoon strip. The magazine’s 
other main attractions include “ex- 
clusive” nude pix of sexy celebrities; 
however, these photos are mostly hype 
and have little substance, consisting 
mainly of grainy, unexciting tit-shots 
from grade-Z drive-in movies. 

Editorially, this magazine is a near- 
total washout, but since the overriding 
emphasis is on tits and cunts, it really 
doesn’t matter that much. High Society’s 
pictorials feature extremely slutty-look- 
ing women who part their vaginas to the 
maximum before the carnal camera, and 
an occasional soft-core hetero couple. 
The magazine as a whole is marred by 
an atrocious print-job and poor color 
reproduction, but if you get off on sex 
without pretention, then High Society is 
meat for your meat. 


CHERI ($2.50 from Cheri Enterprises, 
Inc., 208 East 43rd Street, New York, New 
York 10017) Cheri has evolved into the 
only “Mom and Pop” men’s magazine 
in the business. The staff is the maga- 
zine and vice versa. The majority of the 
photo-features describe the carnal ad- 
ventures of the Cheri staffers, most of 
whom are average-looking women with 
large tits. (I’m not a bulbous-boob fan 
myself.) The rest of the nude-spreads are 
rather standard and unexciting. In fact, 
I remember seeing a couple of these solo 
sluts in other men’s mags under dif- 
ferent names. 

As for serious writing, forget it. What 
little copy there is in Cheri isn’t worth 
the bother. Technically, Cheri is much 
better produced than High Society, but it 
still suffers from out-of-focus photos. In 


all, this is a humdrum jerk-off magazine 
with few redeeming characteristics. 


GALLERY ($2.25 from Montcalm Pub- 
lishing Corporation, 800 Second Avenue, 
New York, New York 10017) Gallery 
comes off like a second-rate Playboy— 
tame nude-spreads; an emphasis on fic- 
tion and journalistic writing (though 
both are decidedly inferior to Hefner’s 
magazine); short, “what’s-happening”- 
type articles; and overlong and boring 
interviews. 

The only thing that saves this maga- 
zine is its “Girl Next Door” feature. 
Some of these reader-submitted snap- 
shots depict babes who are foxier than 
the supposedly “professional” models 
who fill up the rest of Gallery’s pages, 
and this collection of amateur ass will 
definitely give your fist a workout. How- 
ever, Gallery as a total package is just 
like a dry hump in the backseat of a 
Volkswagen—not bad, but there are bet- 
ter and hornier alternatives. 


CLUB ($2.50 from Fiona Press, Inc., P.O. 
Box 637, Ridgefield, Connecticut 06877). 
This is the American edition of the Brit- 
ish magazine Men Only, featuring some 
very attractive women in some very 
imaginative settings. These babes have 
the longest, tastiest legs in the business, 
and they don’t forget to show their 
pussy lips. The surprisingly crisp and 
vivid photography, combined with the 
high-quality paper stock and an extra- 
large page size, makes Clud one of the 
better jerk-off magazines on the market. 
Its writing is tinged with typically dry, 
British wit. In fact, the main thrust of 
Club’s prose seems to be humor and off- 
the-wall fantasy. 

But the stars of this salacious show are 
those foxy ladies. Club is a solid meat- 
and-potatoes men’s magazine for solid 
meat-and-potatoes masturbators. 


CLUB INTERNATIONAL ($2.50 
from Fiona Press, Inc. P.O. Box 637, 
Ridgefield, Connecticut 06877) This is a 
slightly kinkier version of Club in a 
smaller format. The prose in Club Inter- 
national tends to deal with fetishes and 
readers’ “true confessions,” again told 
from a bemusedly British point of view. 
The women are pretty, well-built and 
not afraid to show us their spread 
vaginas, but unlike their counterparts in 
Club, Club International’s nudes have a 
slightly sleazy veneer—they almost look 
like former debutantes who now give 
blowjobs in a dime-house massage par- 
lor. Production-wise, CJ is on a par with 
Club, but what makes this magazine 
“international” or “continental” is be- 
yond me. As far as I can see, it’s a case of 


to correspond with. Exotic. wholesome girls 
seek friends. romance. marriage For club 
information, and pictures of actual girls waiting 
for you NOW. SEND $2 TODAY. 
CONTINENTAL PACIFIC 
PO Box 3546 — Dept. HM2 
Thousand Oaks, CA 91:359 


Phone Line 
GET OFF 
OVER THE PHONE 


You will get: LIVE Sex talk with 
Brandy and her sexy friends 
as often as you like, 
42-page book of revealing photos, 
New and LIVE numbers monthly. 


CALL NOW 
1-314-287-1900 


She’ll blow your mind! 
(And you'll love her for it) 


... In naughty nighties and exotic at- 
home lounge-wear from Europe. 
First time offered in North America. 
Two full-color catalogs for only $2- 
yours FREE when deducted from 
first order. 


NIGHTCLUB 


DEPT. 
HL-11 


In the U.S.A; Box 1446, Blaine, Washington 98230 
In Canada: Box 91190, West Vancouver, B.C. V7V 3N6 
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SHDER COCK KIT 
SUPER COCK KIT 


You can make your sex organ 


super package designed Docks 


— 


Read what some very 
satisfied men had to 
say about the Hyper- 
emlator Organ 
Bulider: 


“VERY HAPPY’ 

“| purchased one 
of your Hyper- 
emiators and am 
very happy with the 
results. | will certainly 
recommend it to my 
friends.” 


‘SEND LARGER SIZE’ 

“Send me another 
one! | need a larger 
size, about 24/2 inches 
inside diameter.” 


‘GREATEST INVEN- 
iN’ 


“| think it is the 
greatest invention of 
all time, and | have 
enjoyed it very much. 
| would like to pur- 
chase another one.” 


longer-lasting with this 


for roec your main muscle. 


Once you've builf up your 
desired dimensions with the 
NE Grong Organ Builder, 
ESTYLE Products’ patented 
Soe anne Cock ag 
(available in three sizes) will 
keep your Super Cock stand- 
ing. Made of soft, pliable rub- 
ber, this medically tested 
device fits comfortably over 
any size penis. The Com- 
mander is designed to pre- 
vent the escape of nourishing 
blood from the engorged and 
excited organ, thus sustaining 
a normal and natural erec- 
tion during intercourse... 
and for a relatively long time 
after ejaculation. 

The Super Cock Kit comes 
complete with the only full- 
color illustrated book of infor- 
mation, history and _ instruc- 
tions ever written about 
enlargement of the male 
organ. 

ECOME A SUPER HUNG 
SUPERHERO. ORDER NOW AND 
SAVE MORE THAN $10.00 


(regular price $50.55 — kit 
price, $39.95). 


ERECT CONDITION 


RELAXED CONDITION 


Swollen Celis tilled with Diood 
in COMpera Cavernoso 
and spongy Porhon 


Floccid state of ne corpora 
cavernosa and spongy portion 
retering menimum amount of Blood 


4-800-848-9107 
EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING....24-hour toll-free phone service. Order now by calling 4-800-848-9407. In Ohio, 
calt: 4-800-282-9216. Master Charge and VISA only. Sorry, but operators cannot take C.O.D. orders. 


Please send me: HU180 Subtotal 

____. Super-Cock Kit(s) #5908 @ $39.95 Ohio residents add 4% sales tax 
The kit contains the Hyperemiator Pump Foreign orders add $5.00 
Commander Cock Ring Postage, handling and insurance $2.00 
and the Penis Enlargement Techniques Book TOTAL 


Enclosed Is my () check () money order (cash not 
occepted) or charge to my C) VISA () MASTER CHARGE 


Nome 
Interdera Mo Exp. Date 


Address mo ~~ yeer 


PO. Box 4 


Giy Slate. ip LifeStyle Columbus, Ohio 43246 
—reaCode) PhoneNo.SCSCSCS~S~S ae 


Preducts 
Signature tam of legal age. 


All orders discreetly packaged and promptly delivered. Foreign orders; Use international Money Order or Certified Check in U.S. dollars. 
Prices guaranteed for 60 days only. | understand that if my merchandise is detective due to craftsmanship and returned within 10 days it will 
be replaced free of charge, otherwise, all sales are final. Quantity orders invited 


128 JANUARY HUSTLER 


double-your-output, double-your-bucks, 
and I prefer Club as a jerk-off book over 
its second-rate sister. 


GENESIS ($2.25 from Cycle Guide Pub- 
lications, Inc., 770 Lexington Avenue, New 
York, New York 10021) Another Playboy 
imitator, Genesis isn’t afraid to trot out 
the kinky stuff, like S&M and tattoo- 
ing—in both words and pictures. The ar- 
ticles cover a wide range of both sexual 
and nonsexual “modern living” topics, 
and while the writing is not bad—and is 
even above average in spots—it’s been 
done better elsewhere. 

Genesis is also not above making a di- 
rect cop from Penthouse with its “ Genesis 
Forum,” a spate of reader-submitted 
jerk-off letters. (The magazine’s best 
feature is “Private Chambers,” a super- 
horny sexual-advice column written by 
porn star Marilyn Chambers.) The big- 
gest disappointment in Genesis, however, 
is the unevenness of the women in its 
nude-spreads—while some look good 
enough to eat, others aren’t even good 
enough to eat Alpo. Production values 
are good but uninteresting. As a whole, 
Genesis rates a great big “So what?” 


SWANK (52.50 from Swank Magazine 
Corporation, 888 Seventh Avenue, New 
York, New York 10019) This long-run- 
ning men’s title has evolved into more of 
a sexual-news magazine than a beat-off 
book. Swank is top-heavy with articles, 
features and fiction, none of which are 
particularly well written. Some of the 
material is horribly edited and re- 
searched, and all of it is quite ordinary. 
As for sex, Swank does get into lesbo 
lust and a dash of kink, but its nude 
women are nothing special. True, some 
of them are very pretty, and most have 
tight, well-proportioned bodies, but 
their poses are boring and they simply 
are not sexy. The book’s production 
values and graphics are also totally ho- 
hum. In the meat-magazine market 
Swank is strictly stale hamburger. 


VELVET ($2.50 from Eton Publishing 
Company, Inc., 6565 Sunset Boulevard, Los 
Angeles, California 90028) This one is 
aimed right at the raunchburgers; all the 
writing concentrates on the seamier as- 
pects of sex; fuck! suck! ass! lick! scream 
from virtually every page. Features 
come and go in no apparent order, and 
even the best-written of them would 
bore a high-school freshman. Although 
the pictorials are explicit, many of 
the women have fat, blobby thighs— 
my number-one turn-off. Velvet is no- 
thing more than a glossy stroke book, 
and as a stroke book it’s a total waste 
of time and money. 


SEX PLAY 


(continued from page 34) 


four or five months for yours to appear. 

Select (P.O. Box 889, Camden, New 
Jersey 08101) has been the undisputed 
leader in the field since 1964, with cur- 
rent sales of approximately 100,000 per 
issue. Like its competitor, Select also 
costs $5 for a single copy and is retailed 
chiefly in adult-book stores. Subscrip- 
tions run $20 per year for five issues, and 
subscribers receive one ad free. After 
that the ad cost is 20¢ per word. Photos 
of couples and women are printed free; 
those of guys cost $5 each. 

Pat Ward, Select’s managing editor, 
maintains that ads from mail-order 
hucksters are refused outright. She also 
claims that hookers’ ads rarely appear, 
and are immediately canceled if the 
magazine receives three or more com- 
plaints. However, Select will not 
necessarily edit out such phrases as 
“generous gentlemen only,” so ad- 
answerers are advised to read the word- 
ing of the ads very carefully before re- 
sponding. Barry Nelson, Select’s pub- 
lisher, tells me that he’ll send a free color 
brochure explaining the operation to 
anyone who writes in for it. 

In general, a classified-ad encounter— 
whether it starts with your ad or some- 
one else’s—proceeds like this. First 
there’s an exchange of letters, usually 
with photos enclosed. This is followed 
by one or more phone calls, to get better 
acquainted and to decide on a meeting 
place. Although there’s frequently a 
sense of high adventure to it, this mail- 
and-phone-foreplay ritual can take 
weeks, and there’s no guarantee that 
you'll get laid at the end of it. 

“Be warned,” cautioned one couple I 
interviewed, whose ad in Love brought 
dozens of responses. “It’s not a zero- 
budget activity. It cost us about five 
bucks to answer each letter, figuring the 
price of snapshots and postage. That 
adds up when you’ve got a couple of 
dozen letters to get out. You learn to be 
picky real fast.” 

The basic rule in either soliciting or 
being solicited for sexual adventure is 
simple: Think with your brain, not with 
your crotch. And remember—there are 
always risks when strangers meet, par- 
ticularly if your sexual expectations are 
too inflexible. You risk emotional wear 
and tear, the lack of an expected sexual 
payoff and the possibility of being used 
or ripped off. 

In closing, sometimes you get stung. 
But you can’t get the honey if you don’t 
risk the bee stings. And after all, that’s 
what makes any new encounter an 
adventure. 


It's here! The ultimate component set! 


The Home 
Entertainment Center 


Before you order your Home Entertainment Center, be 
sure there's a delicatessen in your neighborhood 
that delivers because you may never leave the 
house again! 


You’! Get: 
1. The Pleasure Power 
Pak! All three of your attach- 
ments connect to this battery- 


3. The Oriental E Orien- 
tal women don't take those short 
steps and wear those gentle 
Operated control panel. It lets smiles for nothing! But this sex- 
you adjust the intensity to suit egg has been “switched on!” 
your personal erotic needs, and the batteries And she can even control the pitch, from a soft, 
are included so you can begin to play the low purr to a mind-bending buzz. 

moment your Center arrives! 


2. The Vibriliator! Use your @ 
imagination here. We already 
know it's perfect for both rectum 
and clit, but once you have it 
humming happily away there's 
no telling what new uses you can discover! you have one. 


ORIGINALLY SOLD SEPARATELY FOR $49.85 NOW ONLY $19.95. SAVE $29.90! 
j Valentine Products, Inc PO. Box 5200, FDR Station. N.Y. N.¥ 10022 Dept HC-241 
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1 0 Ive enciosed a 


cneck 
that if | don't agree my 
| complete retund. No questions asked. (Code #782) 
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4. The Penisator! Vibrant ” 
thrills the natural way for the i 
both of you. Slide it on, adjust 


the vibrations and away you both 
go! Not only is it helpful in pro- 
ducing an erection, it will drive her crazy when 


Of money order for $19.95 plus $1.00 for postage and handling ($20.95, N.Y. residents add sales tax). | 
Home Entertainment Center is more exciting than prime-time TV, | can return @ within 14 days fora 


I 

1 Name 

Gheeratie 

I Tam over 18 years of age) 

(‘ 

ee Se a a 


Visa (BankAmericard) ( Master Charge Interbank No. 
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Canadian residents send order to: Valentine Products, Inc,. PO. Box 4077, Station “A” Toronto MSW2A6. 
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GET SCREWED! 


If you want the best in adult entertainment, 
then what you need is SCREW, “The 
World's Greatest Newspaper.” Not only 
will you be overwhelmed by SCREW’s 
horny humor, hot photos and comprehen- 
sive coverage of the carnal scene, but 
you'll also be knocked for a loop by 
SCREW's special editions like the Second 
Annual Video Issue, a veritable treasure 
trove of prurient info on the latest hard- 
core home-box craze. So, subscribe today 
—you'll see that getting SCREWed can 
be great. 


© 10 issues, $9.95 0 52 issues, $37.00 HU180 
© 26 issues, $19.95 () 104 issues, $65.00 


C) Enclosed is a check or money order in the amount of $. (sorry, no billing). 
© Charge to: () VISA () Master Charge. 


Acc't Name 
Acc't No. 
Expiration Date 
Interbank No. (MC only) 


r--- 


I certify by my signature that | am not a postal or government agent engaged in entrapment and that! am of legal age. 


Make check or money order payable to: Milky Way Productions, Inc. Mail to: Subscription Dept., P.O. Box 432, Old 
Chelsea Sta., New York, N.Y. 10011. 


State & Zip 
Please allow several weeks for subscriptions to be processed. 
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ASTRONICS TELE-CINE 


has put together an offer you can't refuse 


OVER 20% OFF 
l list 


1 these hot, 1 hour, 


our re 
top selling f 


Catalog No. Title 
6942xX The Analyst 
6941B Rites of Uranus 
6934X Young & Abused 
6951B The Live Show 
6904B Burning Sensation 
Way Down Deep 

The Tender Trap 

Evil Pleasures 

Go Your Own Way 

Small Change 


t sale you will receive 
charge, our PREVIEWS 3 tape 


rly sold for $39.95), a one hour 


Johnny Wac 
QUALITY 
Use your VISA ster Charge 
Call toll free 
(800) 227-3248 
except California, Alaska and Hawaii 
(415) 673-4320 
When ordering by mail, be sure to 
form 
p 


tax 
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j 


ASTRONICS TELE-CINE 
90 Golden Gate Ave. 
San Francisco, CA 94102 


JANUARY HUSTLER 


ISLAND OF LOVE 


STAR TRICKS—Take off with the 
Starship Jntercourse in a wildly funny 
photo-feature. Follow your favorite 
lost-in-space cadets—Captain Jerk, 
Mr. Spic, Lieutenant O’Whora and 
Ensign Scrulu—as they go where no 
man has gone before: to an alien planet 
of domineering women. Satire by 
Bruce David and Lee Quarnstrom. 


HOME FOR HOOKERS—Sex and 
violence are integral parts of the life of 
Nevada’s maverick brothel-owner 
Walt Plankinton. The proprietor of the 
Chicken Ranch whorehouse claims 
he’s the target of a county-govern- 
ment-backed conspiracy to destroy his 
business, an accusation that has now 
sparked a federal investigation of 
political corruption. Find out what the 
business of pleasure is all about in this 
explosive interview by Arnold Mann. 


BODYGUARDS~—People are turning to professional bodyguards to do 
what the police have failed to do— protect them. Join us for an inside look 
at what the men on the other side of the dark glasses and .38s think about 
life on the firing line. Report by Stuart Goldman. 


THE HUNT—Tracking a cop-killer through hot Chicago nights is an 
invitation to terror. But the conquest of fear is the ultimate high when all 
you live for is the thrill of the hunt. Fiction by Ron Henson. 


PHOTO-FEATURES— 

Singing the blues will be the 
last thing on your mind when 
you see CELESTE: BLUE 
MOOD, next month’s center- 
fold. On the ISLAND OF 
LOVE two beauties show how 
to have fun in a land without 
men. In LEA: CALL OF THE 
WILD you'll see that fooling 
around with the King of 
Beasts can awaken a girl’s 
most primitive passions. And 
a black-and-white couple get 
cooking in SOUL FOOD. 


CELESTE 


PLUS — Valentines for those who think pink, as well as ADVISE & CON- 
SENT, SEX PLAY, KINKY KORNER, BITS & PIECES, HUSTLER 
HUMOR, HONEY and BEAVER HUNT. 


John Wayne...a Camel fan goin’ on 24 years! 


Tax To Camel smokers like John 
Wayne, popular Hollywood star, 
and you'll quickly see why Camels 
keep increasing their lead over the 
next: brand — in latest published 
reports by a record of 50 59 percent!* 
Clearly, nothing matches Camels’ 
blend of costly tobaccos for genuine 
mildness and specially-rich flavor! 

If you smoke for the pure pleasure of 
smoking, try Camels for 30 days. 

See what you've been missing! 


Make your own 30-Day Camel 
Mildness Test... see why more 
people find more pure pleasure 
in Camels, year after year! 


Camels First in Sales! 
Lead second brand by record 


CAMELS AGREE WITH MORE PEOPLE THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE! 


PUBLIC-SERVICE ADVERTISEMENT FROM HUSTLER MAGAZINE (AUTHENTIC 1954 ADVERTISEMENT) 


CHAVE ASHAEES.. 
liday Seqson 


of, You'll Stand op oad Cheer! 


...with VIDEO 
CASSETTES! 


S-109 FOR RICHER, FOR POORER 
“Daminano is the Masters & John- 
son of filmed erotica. He sets the 
standard other sex film makers 


S-110 PRO BALL CHEEREEADERS will have a hard time trying to 


“Pro-Ball Cheerleaders delivers more match." —SIR magazine 
comic energy and Sexual high=jinks than 

any other smutty laugh rot lve seen 

this year." — HUSTLER magazine 


BETA $84.95 CALL TOLL FREE 


VY SALS P.O. BOX 8325 VAN NUYS, CA. WHS exis 1 -800-42 3-5599 


91409 
All Video Tapes purchased from VIDEO SALES IN CALIFORNIA CALL COLLECT 


CO. are 100% guaranteed against defects in 
workmanship and quality. Most orders shipped See page 112 for coupon. 1 -2 1 3-886-8680 
in 72 hours 


